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PREFACE. 


In  the  belief  that  it  is  better  alike  for  teacher  and 
pupil  to  use  in  English  literature  classes  carefully  printed 
texts  without  annotations,  the  publishers  have  resolved 
to  give  the  schools  of  Ontario  an  opportunity  of  enjoying 
the  benefits  of  this  system.  The  text  of  "  The  Seasons  "  is 
reprinted  from  the  edition  of  1746,  the  last  published  in 
the  author's  lifetime.  In  punctuation,  use  of  capital  letters, 
and  other  pecularities,  the  poet's  own  practice  has  been 
strictly  followed,  and,  with  a  few  exceptions,  only  his  own 
notes  have  been  appended.  With  a  view  to  convenience 
the  notes,  dedications,  and  other  matters  of  an  elucidatory 
character,  with  the  sole  exception  of  the  "  Argument " 
for  each  "  Season,"  have  been  placed  at  the  ends  of  the 
texts.  The  last  three  chapters  of  the  "  Life  of  Nelson  " 
being  the  only  ones  prescribed  as  the  basis  of  exercises  in 
English  composition,  a  summary  of  the  previous  part  of 
the  biography  is  given  in  order  that  the  pupil  may  read 
the  text  intelligentl}^  The  book  is,  therefore,  self-con- 
tained for  class  purposes  ;  and  the  teacher  who  desires  his 
pupils  to  become  proficient  either  in  the  art  of  expression, 
or  in  capacity  to  appreciate  masterpieces  of  literature, 
will  find  it  safer  to  work  without  the  assistance  afforded 
by  even  the  most  skilfully  annotated  texts. 


AUTUMN. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

The  subject  proposed.  Addressed  to  Mr.  Onslow.  A 
prospect  of  the  Fields  ready  for  Harvest.  Reflections  in 
praise  of  Industry  raised  by  that  view.  Reaping.  A 
Tale  relative  to  it.  A  Harvest  storm.  Shooting  and 
Hunting  ;  their  barbarity.  A  ludicrous  account  of  Fox- 
hunting. A  view  of  an  Orchard.  Wall-fruit.  A  Vine- 
yard. A  Description  of  Fogs,  frequent  in  the  latter  part 
of  Autumn  ;  whence  a  Digression,  enquiring  into  the  rise 
of  Fountains  and  Rivers.  Birds  of  Season  considered,  that 
now  shift  their  Habitation.  The  prodigious  number  of 
them  that  cover  the  Northern  and  Western  Isles  of  Scot- 
land. Hence  a  view  of  the  Country.  A  prospect  of  the 
discoloured,  fading  Woods.  After  a  gentle  dusky  day. 
Moon-light.  Autumnal  Meteors.  Morning;  to  which 
succeeds  a  calm,  pure,  sun  shiny  Day,  such  as  usually 
.shuts  up  the  season.  The  Harvest  being  gathered  in,  the 
country  dissolved  in  joy.  The  whole  concludes  with  a 
Panegyric  on  a  philosophical  Country  Life. 


AUTUMN. 


/i»^ 


Crown'd  with  the  sickle  and  the  wheaten  sheaf, 
While  Autumn,  nodding  o'er  the  yellow  plain, 
Comes  jovial  on,  the  Doric  reed  once  more, 
Well  pleased,  I  tune.     Whate'er  the  wintry  Frost 
Nitrous  prepared;  the  various-blossom'd  Spring 
Put  in  white  promise  forth  ;  and  Summer  Suns 
Concocted  strong,  rush  boundless  now  to  view, 
Full,  perfect  all,  and  swell  my  glorious  theme. 
Onslow  !  the  muse,  ambitious  of  thy  name, 

10  To  grace,  inspire,  and  dignify  her  song. 
Would  from  the  public  voice  thy  gentle  ear 
Awhile  engage.     Thy  noble  care  she  knows. 
The  patriot  virtues  that  distend  thy  thought, 
Spread  on  thy  front,  and  in  thy  bosom  glow  ; 
While  listening  Senates  hang  upon  thy  tongue, 
Devolving  through  the  maze  of  eloquence 
A  roll  of  periods,  sweeter  than  her  song. 
But  she  too  pants  for  public  "Virtue,  she, 
Though  weak  of  power,  yet  strong  in  ardent  will, 

20  Whene'er  her  country  rushes  on  her  heart, 
Assumes  a  bolder  note,  and  fondly  tries 
To  mix  the  Patriot's  with  the  Poet's  flame. 

When  the  bright  Virgin  gives  the  beauteous  days, 
And  Libra  weighs  in  equal  scales  the  year,  ^/p 

From  Heaven's  high  cope  the  fierce  efl'  'scence  shook   ' -^^  <^<*^^ 
Of  parting  Summer,  a  serener  blue, 
With  golden  light  enliven'd,  wide  invests.        _Pf-r    A 
The  happy  world.     Attemper'd  Suns  arise,   -':■    "  ^       '  ' 
*^^    Sweet-beam'd,  and  shedding  oft  through  lucid  clouds 

30  A  pTeasing  calm  ;  while,  broad  and  brown,  below. 
Extensive  harvests  hang  the  heavy  head. 
Rich,  silent,  deep,  they  stand  ;  for  not  a  gale 
Rolls  its  light  billows  o'er  the  bending  plain  : 
A  calm  of  plenty  !  till  the  ruffled  Air 
Falls  from  its  poise,  and  gives  the  breeze  to  blow. 
Rent  is  the  fleecy  Mantle  of  the  sky  ; 


'  rr 


8 

The  Clouds  fly  different  ;  and  the  sudden  Sun 
By  fits  eflFulgent  gilds  the  illumined  field, 
And  black  by  fits  the  shadows  sweep  along. 

40  A  gaily  chequer'd,  heart  expanding  view, 
Far  as  the  circling  eye  can  shoot  around, 
Unbounded  tossing  in  a  flood  of  corn. 

These  are  thy  blessings,  Industry  !  rough  Power  ! 
Whom  Labour  still  attends,  and  Sweat,  and  Pain; 
Yet  the  kind  source  of  every  gentle  art, 
And  all  the  soft  civility  of  life  : 
Raiser  of  human  kind  !  by  Nature  cast, 
Naked,  and  helpless,  out  amid  the  woods 
And  wilds,  to  rude  inclement  elements  ; 

50  With  various  seeds  of  art  deep  in  the  Mind 
Implanted,  and  profusely  poured  around 
Materials  infinite,  but  idle  all. 
Still  unexerted,  in  the  unconscious  breast, 
Slept  the  lethargic  powers  :  Corruption  still. 
Voracious,  swallowd  what  the  liberal  hand 
Of  Bounty  scatter'd  o'er  the  savage  year ; 
And  still  the  sad' Barbarian,  roving,  mix'd 
AVith  beasts  of  prey ;  or  for  his  acorn-meal 
•'  Fought  the  fierce  tusky  boar ;  a  shivering  Wretch  ! 

60  Aghast  and  comfortless,  when  the  bleak  north, 
With  Winter  charged,  let  the  mixt  tempest  fly, 
Hail,  rain,  and  snow,  and  bitter-breathing  frost. 
Then  to  the  shelter  of  the  hi^t  he  fled  ;  .  -•  - 

And  the  wild  season,  sordid,  pined  away  :  ■^'^'''''X, 
For  home  he  had  not  ;  home  is  the  resort 
Of  love,  of  joy,  of  peace,  and  plenty  ;  where, 
Supporting  and  supported,  polish'd  friends 
And  dear  relations  mingle  into  bliss. 
But  this  the  rugged  Savag«  never  felt, 

70  Even  desolate  in  crowds  ;  and  thus  his  days 
Roll'd  heavy,  dark,  and  unenjoy'd  along  : 
A  waste  of  time  !  till  Industry  approach'd, 
And  roused  him  from  his  miserable  sloth  ; 
His  faculties  unfolded  ;  pointed  out 
Where  lavish  Nature  the  directing  hand 
Of  Art  demanded  ;  show'd  him  how  to  raise 
His  feeble  force  by  the  mechanic  powers, 
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To  dig  the  mineral  from  the  vaulted  earth, 
On  what  to  turn  the  piercing  rage  of  fire, 
80  On  what  the  torrent,  and  the  gather'd^blagt ; 
Gave  the  tall  ancient  forest  to  his  axe  ; 
Taught  him  to  chip  the  wood,  and  hew  the  stone, 
Till  by  degrees  the  finish'd  fabric  rose  ; 
Tore  from  his  limbs  the  blood-polluted  fur, 
And  Avrapt  them  in  the  woolly  vestment  warm. 
Or  bright  in  glossy  silk,  and  flowing  lawn  ; 
With  wholesome  viands  fill'd  his  table,  pour'd 
The  generous  glass  around,  inspired  to  wake 
The  life-refining  soul  of  decent  wit : 
90  Nor  stopp'd  at  barren  bare  necessity  ; 
But,  still  advancing  bolder,  led  him  on 
To  pomp,  to  pleasure,  elegance,  and  grace; 
And,  breathing  high  ambition  through  his  soul. 
Set  Science,  Wisdom,  Glory,  in  his  view. 
And  bade  him  be  the  Lord  of  all  belov/. 

Then  gathering  men  their  natural  powers  combined, 
And  form'd  a  Public  ;  to  the  general  good 
Submitting,  aimin;i,  and  conducting  all. 
For  this  the  Patriot-Council  met,  the  full, 

100  The  free,  and  fairly  represented  Whole  ; 

For  this  they  plann'd  the  holy  guardian  laws, 
Distinguish'd  orders,  animated  arts. 
And,  with  joint  force  Oppression  chaining,  set 
Imperial  Justice  at  the  helm  ;  yet  still 
To  them  accountable  :  nor  slavish  dream'd 
That  toiling  Millions  must  resign  their  weal. 
And  all  the  honey  of  their  search,  to  such 
As  for  themselves  alone  themselves  have  raised. 
\     Hence  every  form  of  cultivated  life 

110  In  order  set,  protected,  and  inspired, 
Into  perfection  wrought.      Uniting  all. 
Society  grew  numerous,  high,  polite. 
And  happy.     Nurse  of  art,  the  City  rear'd 
In  beauteous  pride  her  tower-encircled  head  ; 
And,  stretching  street  on  street,  by  thousands  drew, 
From  twining  woody  haunts,  or  the  tough  yew 
To  bows  strong-straining,  her  aspiring  sons. 
Then  Commerce  brought  into  the  public  walk 
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The  busy  Merchant ;  the  big  warehouse  built ; 
120  Raised  the  strong  crane;  choked  up  the  loaded  street 

With  foreign  plenty  ;  and  thy  stream,  O  Thames, 

Large,  gentle,  deep,  majestic,  king  of  floods  ! 

Chose  for  his  grand  resort.     On  either  hand, 

Like  a  long  wintry  forest,  groves  of  masts 

Shot  up  their  spires ;  the  bellying  sheet  between 

Possess'd  the  breezy  void  ;  the  sooty  hulk 

Steer'd,  sluggish,  on  ;  the  splendid  barge  along 

Row'd,  regular,  to  harmony  ;  around, 

The  boat,  light-skimming,  stretch'd  its  oary  wings  ; 
130  While  deep  the  various  voice  of  fervent  Toil 

From  bank  to  bank  increased  ;  whence,  ribb'd  with  oak. 

To  bear  the  British  thunder,  black,  and  bold. 

The  roaring  Vessel  rush'd  into  the  main. 

Then,  too,  the  pillar'd  Dome,  magnific,  heaved 

Its  ample  roof  ;  and  Luxury  within 

Pour'd  out  her  glittering  stores ;  the  Canvass  smooth, 

With  glowing  life  protuberant,  to  the  view 

Embodied  rose  :  the  Statue  seem'd  to  breathe, 
V  And  soften  into  flesh,  beneath  the  touch 
140  Of  forming  Art,  imagination-flushed. 

All  is  the  gift  of  Industry  ;  whate'er 

Exalts,  embellishes,  and  renders  life 

Delightful.     Pensive  Winter,  cheer'd  by  him. 

Sits  at  the  social  fire,  and  happy  hears 

The  excluded  tempest  idly  rave  along  ; 

His  harden'd  fingers  deck  the  gaudy  Spring  ; 

Without  him  Summer  were  an  arid  waste  ; 

N'or  to  the  Autumnal  months  could  thus  transmit 
-^  Those  full,  mature,  immeasurable  stores, 
150  That,  waving  round,  recall  my  wandering  song. 
Soon  as  the  morning  trembles  o'er  the  sky, 

And,  unperceived,  unfolds  the  spreading  day, 

Before  the  ripen'd  field  the  Reapers  stand, 

In  fair  array,  each  by  the  Lass  he  loves. 

To  bear  the  rougher  part,  and  mitigate 

By  nameless  gentle  oflices  her  toil. 

At  once  they  stoop,  and  swell  the  lusty  Sheaves ; 

While  through  their  cheerful  band  the  rural  talk, 

The  rural  scandal,  and  the  rural  jest. 
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160  Fly  harmless,  to  deceive  the  tedious  time, 
And  steal,  unfelt,  the  sultry  hours  away. 
Behind,  the  Master  walks ;  builds  up  the  Shocks  ; 
And,  conscious,  glancing  oft  on  every  side 
His  sated  eye,  feels  his  heart  heave  with  joy. 
The  Gleaners  spread  around,  and  here  and  there. 
Spike  after  spike,  their  scanty  harvest  pick. 
Be  not  too  narrow,  Husbandmen  !  but  fling 
From  the  full  sheaf,  with  charitable  stealth, 
The  liberal  handful.     Think,  oh,  grateful  think  ! 

170  How  good  the  God  of  Harvest  is  to  you  ; 

Who  pours  abundance  o'er  your  flowing  fields, 
While  these  unhappy  partners  of  your  kind 
Wide-hover  round  you,  like  the  fowls  of  heaven, 
And  ask  their  humble  dole.     The  various  turns 
Of  fortune  ponder  ;  that  your  Sons  may  want 
What  now,  with  hard  reluctance,  faint,  ye  give. 
The  lovely  young  Lavinia  once  had  Friends; 
And  Fortune  smiled,  deceitful,  on  her  birth. 
For,  in  her  helpless  years  deprived  of  all, 

180  Of  every  stay,  save  Innocence  and  Heaven, 
She,  with  her  widow'd  Mother,  feeble,  old, 
And  poor,  lived  in  a  cottage,  far  retired 
Among  the  windings  of  a  woody  vale  ; 
By  solitude  and  deep  surrounding  shades. 
But  more  by  bashful  modesty,  conceal'd. 
Together  thus  they  shunn'd  the  cruel  scorn 
Which  Virtue,  sunk  to  poverty,  would  meet 
From  giddy  Fashion  and  low-minded  Pride  ; 
Almost  on  Nature's  common  bounty  fed, 

190  Like  the  gay  Birds  that  sung  them  to  repose. 
Content,  and  careless  of  to-morrow's  fare^ 
Her  form  was  fresher  than  the  morning  Rose, 
When  the  dew  wets  its  leaves ;  unstain'd,  and  pure 
As  is  the  Lily,  or  the  mountain  Snow, 
^he  modest  Virtues  mingled  in  her  eyes, 
Still  on  the  ground  dejected,  darting  all 
Their  humid  beams  into  the  blooming  flowers  : 
Or  when  the  mournful  tale  her  Mother  told. 
Of  what  her  faithless  fortune  promised  once, 

200  Thrill'd  in  her  thought,  they,  like  the  dewy  star 
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Of  evening,  shone  in  teai'S.     A  native  Grace 
Sat  fair-proportion'd  on  her  polished  limbs, 
Veil'd  in  a  simple  robe,  their  best  attire  ; 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  dress  ;  for  Loveliness 
Needs  not  the  foreign  aid  of  oi'nament, 
But  is,  when  unadorn'd,  adorn'd  the  most. 
'f-Thoughtless  of  beauty,  she  was  Beauty's  self. 
Recluse  amid  the  close-embowering  woods. 
As  in  the  hollow  breast  of  Apennine, 

210  Beneath  the  shelter  of  encircling  hills, 
A  Myrtle  rises,  far  from  human  eye. 
And  breathes  its  balmy  fragrance  o'er  the  wild  : 
So  flourish'd  blooming,  and  unseen  by  all. 
The  sweet  Lavinia ;  till,  at  length,  compell'd 
By  strong  Necessity's  supreme  command, 
Widi  smiling  Patience  in  her  looks,  she  went 
To  glean  Palemon's  fields.^ The  pride  of  swains 
Palemon  was,  the  generous,  and  the  rich  ; 
Who  led  the  rural  life  in  all  its  joy 

220  And  elegance,  such  as  Arcadian  song 

Transmits  from  ancient  uncorrupted  times, 
When  tryant  Custom  had  not  shackled  man, 
But  free  to  follow  Nature  was  the  mode. 
AHe  then,  his  fancy  wiih  autumnal  scenes 
Amusing,  chanced  beside  his  reaper-train 
To  walk,  when  poor  Lavinia  drew  his  eye ; 
Unconscious  of  her  power,  and  turning  quick 
With  unaffected  blushes  from  his  gaze  : 
He  saw  her  charming,  but  he  saw  not  half 

230  The  charms  her  down-cast  modesty  conceal'd. 
That  very  moment  Love  and  chaste  Desire 
Sprung  in  his  bosom,  to  himself  unknown ; 
For  still  the  World  prevail'd,  and  its  dread  laugh. 
Which  scarce  the  firm  Philosopher  can  scorn, 
Should  his  heart  own  a  Gleaner  in  the  field  : 
And  thus  in  secret  to  his  soul  he  sigh'd  : — 

"What  pity  !  that  so  delicate  a  form, 
By  Beauty  kindled,  where  enlivening  Sense 
And  more  than  vulgar  Goodness  seem  to  dwell, 

240  Should  be  devoted  to  the  rude  embrace 

Of  some  indecent  Clown  !  She  looks,  methinks, 
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Of  old  Acasto's  line  ;  and  to  my  mind 

Recalls  that  patron  of  my  happy  life, 

From  whom  my  liberal  fortune  took  its  rise ; 

Now  to  the  dust  gone  down — his  houses,  lands, 

And  once  fair-spreading  family,  dissolved. 

'Tis  said  that  in  some  lone,  obscure  retreat. 

Urged  by  remembrance  sad,  and  decent  pride, 

Far  from  those  scenes  which  knew  their  better  days, 

250  His  aged  Widow  and  his  Daughter  live,  j     a    / 

^^        Whom  yet  my  fruitless  search  could  never  find.      /    'ru^p'" 
.^3>*^'^^:^Roman.tic  wish  !  would  this  the  Daughter  were  !"j, 
^  When,  strict  enquiring,  from  herself  he  found 

She  was  the  same,  the  Daughter  of  his  Friend, 
Of  bountiful  Acasto,  who  can  speak 
The  mingled  passions  that  surprised  his  heart. 
And  through  his  nerves  in  shivering  transport  ran  ? 
Then  blazed  his  smother'd  flame,  avow'd,  and  bold ; 
And  as  he  view'd  her,  ardent,  o'er  and  o'er, 

260  Love,  Gratitude,  and  Pity,  wept  at  once. 
Confused,  and  frighten'd  at  his  sudden  tears 
Her  rising  beauties  flush'd  a  higher  bloom, 
As  thus  Palemon,  passionate  and  just, 
Poured  out  the  pious  rapture  of  his  soul : — 
-V  "  And  art  thou  then  Acasto's  dear  remains  ] 
She  whom  my  restless  Gratitude  has  sought 
So  long  in  vain?  0  yes  !  the  very  same, 
The  soften'd  image  of  my  noble  Friend ; 
Alive  his  every  feature,  every  look, 

270  More  elegantly  touch'd.     Sweeter  than  Spring, 
Thou  sole  surviving  blossom  from  the  root 
That  nourish'd  up  my  fortune,  say,  ah  where, 
In  what  sequester'd  desert,  hast  thou  drawn 
The  kindest  aspect  of  delighted  Heaven  I 
Into  such  beauty  spread,  and  blown  so  fair  ; 
Though  Poverty's  cold  wind,  and  crushing  rain. 
Beat  keen  and  heavy,  on  thy  tender  years  1 
O  let  me  now  into  a  richer  soil 
Transplant  thee  safe,  where  vernal  suns  and  showers 

280  Diffuse  their  warmest,  largest  influence, 
And  of  my  garden  be  the  pride  and  joy  ! 
It  ill  befits  thee,  oh  it  ill  befits 
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Acasto's  daughter — his,  whose  open  stores, 
Though  vast,  were  little  to  his  ampler  heart, 
The  father  of  a  country — thus  to  pick 
The  very  refuse  of  those  harvest-fields 
Which  from  his  bounteous  frendship  I  enjoy. 
Then  thi'ow  that  shameful  pittance  from  thy  hand, 
But  ill-applied  to  such  a  rugged  task  ; 

290  The  fielcls,  the  master,  all,  my  Fair,  are  thine  ; 
If  to  the  various  blessings  which  thy  house 
Has  on  me  lavish'd  thou  wilt  add  that  bliss. 
That  dearest  bliss,  the  power  of  blessing  thee  !" 
"X  Here  ceased  the  youth  :  yet  still  his  speaking  eye 
Express'd  the  sacred  triumph  of  his  soul. 
With  conscious  virtue,  gratitude,  and  love, 
Above  the  vulgar  joy  divinely  raised. 
Nor  waited  he  reply.     Won  by  the  charm 
Of  goodness  irresistible,  and  all 

300  In  sweet  disorder  lost,  she  blush'd  consent. 
The  news  immediate  to  her  Mother  brought, 
While,  pierced  with  anxious  thought,  she  pined  away 
The  lonely  moments  for  Lavinia's  fate  ; 
Amazed,  and  scarce  believing  what  she  heard, 
Joy  seized  her  wither'd  veins,  and  one  bright  gleam 
Of  setting  life  shone  on  her  evenins;-hours  : 
Not  less  enraptured  than  the  happy  pair  ; 
Who  flourish'd  long  in  tender  bliss,  and  rear'd 
A  numerous  offspring,  lovely  like  themselves, 

310  And  good,  the  grace  of  all  the  country  round. 
Defeating  oft  the  laboui-s  of  the  year. 
The  sultry  South  collects  a  potent  blast. 
At  first  the  Groves  are  scarcely  seen  to  stir 
Their  trembling  tops,  and  a  still  murmur  runs 
Along  the  soft-inclining  fields  of  corn  ; 
But,  as  the  aerial  Tempest  fuller  swells, 
And  in  one  mighty  stream,  invisible. 
Immense,  the  whole  excited  Atmosphere 
Impetuous  rushes  o'er  the  sounding  world, 

320  Strain'd  to  the  root,  the  stooping  Forest  pours 
A  rustling  shower  of  yet  untimely  leaves. 
High  beat,  the  circling  Mountains  eddy  in, 
From  the  bare  wild,  the  dissipated  storm, 
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And  send  it  in  a  torrent  down  the  vale. 
Exposed,  and  naked  to  its  utmost  rage, 
Through  all  the  sea  of  Harvest  rolling  round. 
The  billowy  plain  floats  wide,  nor  can  evade, 
Though  pliant  to  the  blast,  its  seizing  force  ; 
Or  whirl'd  in  air,  or  into  vacant  chaff, 

330  Shook  waste.     And  sometimes  too  a  burst  of  Kain, 
Swept  from  the  black  horizon,  broad,  decends 
In  one  continuous  flood.     Still  over  head 
The  mingling  Tempest  weaves  its  gloom,  and  still 
The  deluge  deepens  ;  till  the  fields  around 
Lie  sunk,  and  flatted,  in  the  sordid  wave. 
Sudden  the  ditches  swell ;  the  meadows  swim. 
Eed,  from  the  hills,  innumerable  streams 
Tumultuous  roar,  and  high  above  its  banks 
The  River  lift ;  before  whose  rushing  tide 

340  Herds,  flocks,  and  harvests,  cottages,  and  swains. 
Roll  mingled  down  :  all  that  the  Winds  had  spared. 
In  one  wild  moment  ruin'd  ;  the  big  hopes 
And  well-earn'd  treasures  of  the  painful  year. 
Fled  to  some  eminence,  the  Husbandman 
Helpless  beholds  the  miserable  wreck 
Driving  along ;  his  drowning  Ox  at  once 
Descending,  with  his  labours  scatter'd  round, 
He  sees  ;  and  instant  o'er  his  shivering  thought 
Comes  Winter  unprovided,  and  a  train 

350  Of  clamant  Children  dear.     Ye  Masters,  then, 
Be  mindful  of  the  rough  laborious  hand 
That  sinks  you  soft  in  elegance  and  ease ; 
Be  mindful  of  those  limbs,  in  russet  clad, 
Whose  toil  to  yours  is  warmth  and  graceful  pride ; 
And  oh  !  be  mindful  of  that  sparing  board 
Which  covers  yours  with  luxury  profuse. 
Makes  your  glass  sparkle,  and  your  sense  rejoice  ; 
Nor  cruelly  demand  what  the  deep  Rains 
And  all-involving  Winds  have  swept  away.   - 

360       Here  the  rude  clamour  of  the  Sportsman's  joy. 
The  gun  fast-thundering,  and  the  winded  horn, 
Would  tempt  the  Muse  to  sing  the  rural  game : 
How,  in  his  mid-career,  the  Spaniel  struck 
Stiff,  by  the  tainted  gale,  with  open  nose. 
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Outstretch'd  and  finely  sensible,  draws  full, 
Fearful  and  cautious,  on  the  latent  prey ; 
As  in  the  Sun  the  circling  covey  bask 
Their  varied  plumes,  and  watchful  every  way 
Through  the  rough  stubble  turn  the  secret  eye. 

370  Caught  in  the  meshy  snare,  in  vain  they  beat 
Their  idle  wings,  entangled  more  and  more  : 
Nor  on  the  surges  of  the  boundless  air, 
Though  borne  triumphant,  are  they  safe ;  the  gun 
Glanced  just  and  sudden  from  the  Fowler's  eye, 
O'ertakes  their  sounding  pinions  ;  and  again, 
Immediate,  brings  them  from  the  towering  wing 
Dead  to  the  ground ;  or  drives  them  wide  dispersed. 
Wounded,  and  wheeling  various,  down  the  wind. 
These  are  not  sulijects  for  the  peaceful  Muse, 

380  Nor  will  she  stain  with  such  her  spotless  song  ; 
Then  most  delighted,  when  she  social  sees 
The  whole  mix'd  animal-creation  round 
Alive  and  happy.     'Tis  not  joy  to  her. 
This  falsely-cheerful,  barbarous  game  of  Death, 
This  rage  of  pleasure,  which  the  restless  youth 
Awakes,  impatient,  with  the  gleaming  morn ; 
When  beasts  of  prey  retire,  that  all  night  long, 
Urged  by  necessity,  had  ranged  the  dark, 
As  if  their  conscious  ravage  shunn'd  the  light, 

390  Ashamed.     Not  so  the  stead}"^  tyrant  Man, 
Who,  with  the  thoughtless  insolence  of  power 
Inllamed,  beyond  the  most  infuriate  wrath 
Of  the  worst  monster  that  e'er  roamed  the  waste, 
For  sport  alone  pursues  the  cruel  Chase, 
Amid  the  beamings  of  the  gentle  days, 
Upbraid,  ye  ravening  Tribes,  our  wanton  I'age, 
For  hunger  kindles  you,  and  lawless  want ; 
But  lavish  fed,  in  Nature's  bounty  roU'd, 
To  joy  at  anguish,  and  delight  in  blood, 

400  Is  what  your  horrid  bosoms  never  knew. 

Poor  is  the  triumph  o'er  the  timid  Hare, 
Scared  from  the  corn,  and  now  to  some  lone  seat 
Retired — the  rushy  fen  ;  the  ragged  furze, 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  stony  heath  ;  the  stubble  chapt ; 
The  thistly  lawn  :  the  thick  entangled  broom  ; 
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Of  the  same  friendly  hue,  the  wither'd  fern," 
The  fallow  ground  laid  open  to  the  sun, 
Concoctive  ;  and  the  nodding  sandy  bank, 
Hung  o'er  the  mazes  of  the  mountain  brook. 

410  Vain  is  her  best  precaution,  though  she  sits 
Conceal'd,  with  folded  ears,  unsleeping  eyes. 
By  Nature  raised  to  take  the  horizon  in. 
And  head  couch'd  close  betwixt  her  hairy  feet, 
In  act  to  spring  away.     The  scented  dew 
Betrays  her  early  labyrinth ;  and  deep 
In  scatter'd  sullen  openings,  far  behind, 
With  every  breeze  she  hears  the  coming  storm. 
But  nearer,  and  more  frequent,  as  it  loads 
The  sighing  gale,  she  springs  amazed,  and  all 

420  The  savage  soul  of  game  is  up  at  once  : 

The  Pack  full-opening,  various ;  the  shrill  Horn, 
Resounded  from  the  hills;  the  neighing  Steed,         ' 
Wild  for  the  chase  ;  and  the  loud  Hunter's  shout. 
O'er  a  weak,  harmless,  flying  creature,  all 
Mix'd  in  mad  tumult,  and  discordant  joy.     ^   n;hs».i 
The  Stag,  too',  singled  from  the  herd,  where  long^ 
He  ranged,  the  branching  monarch  of  the  shades, 
Before  the  tempest  drives.     At  first  in  speed 
He,  sprightly,  puts  his  faith  ;  and,  roused  by  Fear, 

430  Gives  all  his  swift  iierial  soul  to  fiight  : 

Against  the  breeze  he  darts,  that  way  the  more 
To  leave  the  lessening  murderous  cry  behind  : 
Deception  short !  though  fleeter  than  the  winds 
Blown  o'er  the  keen-aired  mountain  by  the  North, 
He  bursts  the  thickets,  glances  through  the  glades,. 
And  plunges  deep  into  the  wildest  wood ; 
If  slow,  yet  sure,  adhesive  to  the  track. 
Hot-steaming,  up  behind  him  come  again 
The  inhuman  rout,  and  from  the  shady  depth 

440  Expel  him,  circling  through  his  every  shift. 
He  sweeps  the  forest  oft ;  and,  sobbing,  sees. 
The  glades,  mild  opening  to  the  golden  day  ; 
Where,  in  kind  contest,  with  his  butting  friends 
He  wont  to  struggle,  or  his  loves  enjoy. 
Oft  in  the  full-descending  flood  he,  tries 
To  lose  the  scent,  and  lave  his  burning  sides  : 
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Oft  seeks  the  Herd  ;  the  watchful  Herd,  alarm'd, 
With  selfish  care  avoid  a  brother's  woe. 
What  shall  he  do  1  His  once  so  vivid  nerves, 

450  So  full  of  buoyant  spirit,  now  no  more 

Inspire  the  course  ;  but  fainting,  breathless  Toil, 

Sick,  seizes  on  his  heart :  he  stands  at  bay. 

And  puts  his  last  weak  refuge  in  despair. 

The  big  round  tears  run  down  his  dappled  face ; 

He  groans  in  anguish  :   while  the  growling  Pack, 

Blood-happy,  hang  at  his  fair  jutting  chest. 

And  mark  his  l)eauteous  chequer'd  sides  with  gore. 

Of  this  enough.     But  if  the  sylvan  youth. 
Whose  fervent  blood  boils  into  violence, 

460  Must  have  the  chase  ;  behold,  despising  flight, 
The  roused-up  Lion,  resolute  and  slow, 
Advancing  full  on  the  protended  spear. 
And  coward-band,  that,  circling,  wheel,  aloof. 
Slunk  from  the  cavern  and  the  troubled  wood, 
See  the  grim  Wolf ;  on  him  his  shaggy  foe 
Vindictive  fix,  and  let  the  ruffian  die  : 
Or,  growling  horrid,  as  the  brindled  Boar 
Grins  fell  destruction,  to  the  monster's  heart 
Let  the  dart  lighten  from  the  nervous  arm. 

470       These  Britain  knows  not ;  give,  ye  Britons,  then 
Your  sportive  fury,  pitiless,  to  pour 
Loose  on  the  nightly  Robber  of  the  fold  : 
Him,  from  his  craggy  winding  haunts  unearth'd, 
Let  all  the  thunder  of  the  chase  pursue. 
Throw  the  broad  ditch  behind  you,  o'er  the  hedge 
High  bound,  resistless  ;  nor  the  deep  morass 
Refuse,  but  through  the  shaking  wilderness 
Pick  your  nice  way  ;  into  the  perilous  flood 
Bear  fearless,  of  the  raging  instinct  full ; 

480  And,  as  you  ride  the  torrent,  to  the  banks 

Your  triumph  sound  sonorous,  running  round. 
From  rock  to  rock,  in  circling  echo  tost : 
Then  scale  the  mountains  to  their  woody  tops  ; 
Rush  down  the  dangerous  steep ;  and  o'er  the  lawn. 
In  fancy  swallowing  up  the  space  between. 
Pour  all  your  speed  into  the  rapid  game. 
For  happy  he  who  tops  the  wheeling  chase  ; 
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Has  every  maze  evolved,  and  every  guile 
Disclosed  ;  who  knows  the  merits  of  the  pack  ; 

490  Who  saw  the  villain  seized,  and  dying  hard, 

Without  complaint,  though  by  an  hundred  mouths 
Kelentless  torn.     O  glorious  he,  beyond 
His  daring  peers  !  when  the  retreating  horn 
Calls  them  to  ghostly  halls  of  gray  renown, 
With  woodland  honours  graced,  the  Fox's  fur 
Depending,  decent,  from  the  roof,  and  spread 
Round  the  drear  walls,  with  antic  figures  fierce. 
The  Stag's  large  front :  he  then  is  loudest  heard. 
When  the  night  staggers  with  severer  toils, 

500  With  feats  Thessalian  Centaurs  never  knew, 
And  their  repeated  wonders  shake  the  dome. 
But  first  the  fuel'd  chimney  blazes  wide  ; 
The  tankards  foam  ;  and  the  strong  table  groans 
Beneath  the  smoking  sirloin,  stretch'd  immense 
From  side  to  side  ;  in  which,  with  desperate  knife. 
They  deep  incision  make,  and  talk  the  while 
Of  England's  glory,  ne'er  to  be  defaced 
While  hence  they  borrow  vigour  :  or  amain 
Into  the  pasty  plunged,  at  intervals, 

510  If  stomach  keen  can  intervals  allow, 
Relating  all  the  glories  of  the  Chase. 
Then  sated  Hunger  bids  his  brother  Thirst 
Produce  the  mighty  bowl ;  the  mighty  bowl, 
Swell'd  high  with  fiery  juice,  steams  liberal  round 
A  potent  gale,  delicious,  as  the  breath 
Of  Maia  to  the  love-sick  shepherdess. 
On  violets  diff"used,  while  soft  she  hears 
Her  panting  shepherd  stealing  to  her  arms. 
JSTor  wanting  is  the  brown  October,  drawn, 

520  Mature  and  perfect,  from  his  dark  retreat 
Of  thirty  years ;  and  now  his  honest  front 
Flames  in  the  light  refulgent,  not  afraid 
Even  with  the  vineyard's  best  produce  to  vie. 
To  cheat  the  thirsty  moments,  Whist  awhile 
Walks  his  grave  round  beneath  a  cloud  of  smoke, 
Wreath'd,  fragrant,  from  the  pipe  ;  or  the  quick  dice, 
In  thunder  leaping  from  the  box,  awake 
The  sounding  Gammon  ;  while  romp-loving  miss 
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Is  haul'd  about,  in  gallantry  robust. 

530       At  last  these  puling  idlenesses  laid 
Aside,  frequent  and  full,  the  dry  divan 
Close  in  firm  circle  ;  and  set,  ardent,  in 
For  serious  Drinking.     Nor  evasion  sly. 
Nor  sober  shift,  is  to  the  puking  wretch 
Indulged  apart  ;  but  earnest,  brimming  bowls 
Lave  every  soul,  the  table  floating  round, 
And  pavement,  faithless  to  the  fuddled  foot. 
Thus  as  they  swim  in  mutual  swill,  the  talk. 
Vociferous  at  once  from  twenty  tongues, 

540  Reels  fast  from  theme  to  theme  ;  from  horses,  hounds^ 
To  church  or  mistress,  politics  or  ghost, 
In  endless  mazes,  intricate,  perplex'd. 
Meantime,  with  sudden  interruption,  loud. 
The  impatient  Catch  bursts  from  the  joyous  heart  : 
That  moment  touch'd  is  each  congenial  soul ; 
And,  opening  in  a  full-mouth'd  cry  of  joy. 
The  Laugh,  the  Slap,  the  jocund  Curse  goes  round  ; 
While,  from  their  slumbers  shook,  the  kennel'd  Hounds- 
Mix  in  the  music  of  the  day  again. 

550  As  when  the  Tempest,  that  has  vex'd  the  deep 
The  dark  night  long,  with  fainter  murmurs  falls. 
So  gradual  sinks  their  mirth      Their  feeble  tongues, 
Unable  to  take  up  the  cumbrous  word, 
Lie  quite  dissolved.     Before  their  maudlin  eyes, 
Seen  dim  and  blue,  the  double  tapers  dance, 
Like  the  sun  wading  through  the  misty  sky. 
Then,  sliding  soft,  they  drop.      Confused  above. 
Glasses  and  bottles,  pipes  and  gazetteers, 
As  if  the  table  even  itself  was  drunk, 

560  Lie,  a  wet  broken  scene  ;  and  wide,  below, 

Is  heap'd  the  social  slaughter  :  where,  astride, 

The  Lubber  Power  in  filthy  triumph  sits. 

Slumbrous,  inclining  still  from  side  to  side. 

And  steeps  them  drench'd  in  potent  sleep  till  morn. 

Perhaps  some  Doctor,  of  tremendous  paunch. 

Awful  and  deep,  a  black  abyss  of  drink, 

Outlives  them  all ;  and  from  his  buried  flock 

Retiring,  full  of  rumination  sad. 

Laments  the  weakness  of  these  latter  times. 
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570       But,  if  the  rougher  sex  by  this  fierce  sport 
Is  hurried  wild,  let  not  such  horrid  joy 
E'er  stain  the  bosom  of  the  British  Fair. 
Far  be  the  spirit  of  the  Chase  from  them  ! 
Uncomely  courage,  unbeseeming  skill  ; 
To  spring  the  fence,  to  rein  the  prancing  steed  ; 
The  cap,  the  whip,  the  masculine  attire, 
In  which  they  roughen  to  the  sense,  and  all 
The  winning  softness  of  their  sex  is  lost. 
In  them  'tis  graceful  to  dissolve  at  woe  ; 

580  With  every  motion,  every  word,  to  wave 

Quick  o'er  the  kindling  cheek  the  ready  blush  ; 

And  from  the  smallest  violence  to  shrink. 

Unequal,  then  the  loveliest  in  their  fears. 

And  by  this  silent  adulation,  soft, 

To  their  protection  more  engaging  Man. 

O  may  their  eyes  no  miserable  sight. 

Save  weeping  lovers,  see  !  a  nobler  game. 

Through  Love's  enchanting  wiles  pursued,  yet  fled, 

In  chase  ambiguous.     May  their  tender  limbs 

590  Float  in  the  loose  simplicity  of  dress, 
And,  fashion'd  all  to  harmony,  alone 
Know  they  to  seize  the  captivated  soul, 
In  rapture  warbled  from  love-breathing  lips  ; 
To  teach  the  lute  to  languish  ;   with  smooth  step, 
Disclosing  motion  in  its  every  charm, 
To  swim  along,  and  swell  the  mazy  dance; 
To  train  the  foliage  o'er  the  snowy  lawn  ; 
To  guide  the  pencil,  turn  the  tuneful  page  ; 
To  lend  new  flavour  to  the  fruitful  year, 

600  And  heighten  Nature's  dainties ;  in  their  race 
To  rear  their  graces  into  second  life  ; 
To  give  society  its  highest  taste  ; 
Well-order'd  home  man's  best  delight  to  make  ; 
And  by  submissive  wisdom,  modest  skill. 
With  every  gentle  care-eluding  art. 
To  raise  the  virtues,  animate  the  bliss. 
Even  charm  the  pains  to  something  more  than  joy, 
And  sweeten  all  the  toils  of  human  life  : 
This  be  the  female  dignity  and  praise. 

610       Ye  Swains,  now  hasten  to  the  hazel  bank  ; 
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Where,  down  yon  dale,  the  wildly-winding  brook 
Falls  hoarse  from  steep  to  steep.     In  close  array, 
Fit  for  the  thickets  and  the  tangling  shrub, 
Ye  Virgins,  come.     For  you  their  latest  song 
The  Woodlands  raise  ;  the  clustering  nuts  for  you 
The  Lover  finds  amid  the  secret  shade ; 
And,  where  they  burnish  on  the  topmost  bough, 
With  active  vigour  crushes  down  the  tree  ; 
Or  shakes  them  ripe  from  the  resigning  husk, 

620  A  glossy  shower,  and  of  an  ardent  brown, 
As  are  the  ringlets  of  Melinda's  hair  : 
Melinda,  form'd  with  every  grace  complete, 
Yet  these  neglecting,  above  beauty  wise. 
And  far  transcending  such  a  vulgar  praise. 

Hence  from  the  busy  joy-resounding  fields, 
In  cheerful  error,  let  us  tread  the  maze 
Of  Autumn,  uncontined ;  and  taste,  revived. 
The  breath  of  Orchard  big  with  bending  fruit. 
Obedient  to  the  breeze  and  beating  ray, 

630  From  the  deep-loaded  bough  a  mellow  shower 
Incessant  melts  away.     The  juicy  Pear 
Lies,  in  a  soft  profusion,  scatter'd  round. 
A  various  sweetness  swells  the  gentle  race  ; 
By  Nature's  all-refining  hand  prepared  ; 
Of  temper'd  sun,  and  water,  earth,  and  air, 
In  ever-changing  composition  mix'd. 
Such,  falling  frequent  through  the  chiller  night, 
The  fragrant  stores,  the  wide-projected  heaps 
Of  Apples,  which  the  lusty-handed  Year, 

640  Innumerous,  o'er  the  blushing  orchard  shakes. 
A  various  spirit,  fresh,  delicious,  keen, 
Dwells  in  their  gelid  pores;  and,  active,  points 
The  piercing  Cyder  for  the  thirsty  tongue  : 
Thy  native  theme,  and  boon  inspirer,  too, 
Phillips,  Pomona's  bard,  the  second  thou 
Who  nobly  durst,  in  rhyme-unfetter'd  verse, 
With  British  freedom  sing  the  British  song: 
How,  from  Silurian  vats,  high-sparkling  wines 
Foam  in  transparent  floods — some  strong,  to  cheer 

650  The  wintry  revels  of  the  labouring  hind. 

And  tasteful  some,  to  cool  the  summer-hours. 
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In  this  glad  Season,  while  his  sweetest  beams 
The  Sun  sheds  equal  o'er  the  meekened  day, 
Oh  lose  me  in  the  green  delightful  walks 
Of,  Dodington,  thy  seat,  serene  and  plain, 
Where  simple  Nature  reigns  ;  and  every  view, 
Diffusive,  spreads  the  pure  Dorsetian  downs, 
In  boundless  prospect;  yonder  shagg'd  with  wood, 
Here  rich  with  harvest,  and  there  white  with  flocks  ! 

660  Meantime  the  grandeur  of  thy  lofty  dome, 
Far-splendid,  seizes  on  the  ravish'd  eye. 
New  beauties  rise  with  each  revolving  day; 
New  columns  swell ;  and  still  the  fresh  Spring  finds 
New  plants  to  quicken,  and  new  groves  to  green. 
Full  of  thy  genius  all !  the  Muses'  seat ; 
Where  in  the  secret  bower  and  winding  walk. 
For  virtuous  Young  and  thee  they  twine  the  bay. 
Here  wandering  oft,  fired  with  the  restless  thirst 
Of  thy  applause,  I  solitary  court 

670  The  inspiring  breeze,  and  meditate  the  book 
Of  Nature,  ever  open;  aiming  thence. 
Warm  from  the  heart,  to  learn  the  moral  Song. 
And,  as  I  steal  along  the  sunny  wall. 
Where  Autumn  basks,  with  fruit  empurpled  deep. 
My  pleasing  theme  continual  prompts  my  thought  : 
Presents  the  downy  Peach  ;  the  shining  Plum, 
With  a  fine  blueish  mist  of  animals 
Clouded  ;  the  ruddy  Nectarine,  and,  dark 
Beneath  his  ample  leaf,  the  luscious  Fig. 

680  The  Vine  too  here  her  curling  tendrils  shoots, 
Hangs  out  her  clusters,  glowing  to  the  south, 
And  scarcely  wishes  for  a  warmer  sky. 

Turn  we  a  moment  Fancy's  rapid  flight 
To  vigorous  soils,  and  climes  of  fair  extent  ; 
Where,  by  the  potent  sun  elated  high, 
The  Vineyard  swells  refulgent  on  the  day  ; 
Spreads  o'er  tlie  vale  ;  or  up  the  mountain  climbs, 
Profuse  ;  and  drinks  amid  the  sunny  rocks, 
From  cliff  to  cliff  increased,  the  heighten'd  blaze. 

690  Low  bend  the  weighty  boughs.     The  clusters  clear, 
Half  through  the  foliage  seen,  or  ardent  flame. 
Or  shine  transparent ;  while  perfection  breathes, 
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White  o'er  the  turgent  film,  the  living  dew. 

As  thus  they  brighten  with  exalted  juice, 

Touch'd  into  flavour  by  the  mingling  ray, 

The  rural  Youth  and  Virgins  o'er  the  field. 

Each  fond  for  each  to  cull  the  autumnal  prime. 

Exulting  I'ove,  and  speak  the  vintage  nigh. 

Then  comes  the  crushing  Swain ;  the  country  floats, 

700  And  foams  unbounded  with  the  mashy  flood  ; 
That  by  degrees  fermented,  and  refined, 
Round  the  raised  nations  pours  the  cup  of  joy  ; 
The  Claret  smooth,  red  as  the  lip  we  press 
In  sparkling  fancy,  while  we  drain  the  bowl; 
The  mellow-tasted  Burgundy  ;  and,  quick 
As  is  the  wit  it  gives,  the  gay  Champagne. 

Now,  by  the  cool  declining  year  condensed, 
Descend  the  copious  exhalations,  check'd 
As  up  the  middle  sky  unseen  they  stole, 

710  And  roll  the  doubling  fogs  around  the  hill. 
No  more  the  Mountain,  horrid,  vast,  sublime. 
Who  pours  a  sweep  of  rivers  from  his  sides, 
And  high  between  contending  kingdoms  rears 
The  rocky  long  division,  fills  the  view 
With  great  variety;  but  in  a  night 
Of  gathering  vapour,  from  the  baffled  sense 
Sinks  dark  and  dreary.     Thence  expanding  far. 
The  huge  dusk,  gradual,  swallows  up  the  plain  : 
Vanish  the  Woods ;  the  dim-seen  Eiver  seems 

720  Sullen,  and  slow,  to  roll  the  misty  wave. 

Even  in  the  height  of  noon  oppress'd,  the  Sun 
Sheds,  weak  and  blunt,  bis  wide-i'efracted  ray; 
Whence  glaring  oft,  with  many  a  broaden'd  orb. 
He  frights  the  nations.      Indistinct  on  earth. 
Seen  through  the  turbid  air,  beyond  the  life 
Objects  appear;  and,  wilder'd,  o'er  the  waste 
The  Shepherd  stalks  gigantic  ;  till  at  last 
Wreath'd  dun  around,  in  deeper  circles  still 
Successive  closing,  sits  the  general  fog 

730  Unbounded  o'er  the  world  ;  and,  mingling  thick, 
A  formless  grey  confusion  covers  all. 
As  when  of  old  (so  sung  the  Hebrew  Bard) 
Light,  uncollected,  through  the  Chaos  urged 


Its  infant  way  ;  nor  Order  yet  had  drawn 
His  lovely  train  from  out  the  dubious  gloom. 

These  roving  Mists,  that  constant  now  begin 
To  smoke  along  the  hilly  country,  these, 
"With  weighty  rains,  and  melted  Alpine  snows, 
The  mountain-cisterns  fill — those  ample  stores 

740  Of  water,  scoop'd  among  the  hollow  rocks; 

Whence  gush  the  streams,  the  ceaseless  fountains  play. 

And  their  unfailing  wealth  the  rivers  draw. 

Some  Sages  say,  that,  where  the  numerous  wave 

For  ever  lashes  the  resounding  shore, 

Drill'd  through  the  sandy  stratum,  every  way, 

The  Waters  with  the  sandy  stratum  rise  ; 

Amid  whose  angles,  infinitely  strain'd. 

They  joyful  leave  their  jaggy  salts  behind. 

And  clear  and  sweeten  as  they  soak  along. 

750  Nor  stops  the  restless  Fluid,  mounting  still, 

Though  oft  amidst  the  irriguous  vale  it  springs; 

But  to  the  mountain  courted  by  the  sand, 

That  leads  it  darkling  on  in  faithful  maze, 

Far  from  the  parent-main,  it  boils  again 

Fresh  into  day  ;  and  all  the  glittering  hill 

Is  bright  with  spouting  rills.     But  hence  this  vain 

Amusive  dream  !  why  should  the  Waters  love 

To  take  so  far  a  journey  to  the  hills, 

When  the  sweet  valleys  offer  to  their  toil 

760  Inviting  quiet  and  a  nearer  bed  1 

Or  if,  by  blind  Ambition  led  astray,  ^ 

They  must  aspire,  why  should  they  sudden  stop 

Among  the  broken  mountain's  rushy  dells. 

And,  ere  they  gain  its  highest  peak,  desert 

The  attractive  sand  that  charmed  their  course  so  long  1 

Besides,  the  hard  agglomerating  Salts, 

The  spoil  of  ages,  would  impervious  choke 

Their  secret  channels  ;  or,  by  slow  degrees. 

High  as  the  hills  protrude  the  swelling  vales  : 

770  Old  Ocean,  too,  suck'd  through  the  porous  globe. 
Had  long  ere  now  forsook  his  horrid  bed, 
And  brought  Deucalion's  watery  times  again. 

Say,  then,  where  lurk  the  vast  eternal  Springs 
That,  like  creating  Nature,  lie  conceal'd 
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From  mortal  eye,  yet  with  their  lavish  stores 
Refresh  the  globe,  and  all  its  joyous  tribes  1 
O  thou  pervading  Genius,  given  to  man, 
To  trace  the  secrets  of  the  dark  abyss, 
O  lay  the  mountains  bare,  and  wide  display 

780  Their  hidden  structui-e  to  the  astonish'd  view  ! 
Strip  from  the  branching  Alps  their  piny  load; 
The  huge  incumbrance  of  horrific  woods 
From  Asian  Taurus,  from  Imaus  stretch'd 
Athwart  the  roving  Tartar's  sullen  bounds  ; 
Give  opening  Ilemus  to  my  searching  eye, 
And  high  Olympus,  pouring  many  a  stream. 
0  from  the  sounding  summits  of  the  north, 
The  Dofrine  Hills,  through  Scandinavia  roll'd 
To  farthest  Lapland  and  the  frozen  main : 

790  From  lofty  Caucasus,  far  seen  by  those 

Who  in  the  Caspian  and  black  Euxine  toil ; 
From  cold  Riphean  rocks,  which  the  wild  Russ 
Believes  the  stony  girdle  of  the  world; 
And  all  the  dreadful  mountains,  wrapp'd  in  storm, 
Whence  wide  Siberia  draws  her  lonely  floods — 

0  sweep  the  eternal  snows  ;  hung  o'er  the  deep, 
That  ever  works  beneath  his  sounding  base, 
Bid  Atlas,  propping  heaven,  as  poets  feign. 

His  subterranean  wonders  spread  ;  unveil 
800  The  miny  caverns,  blazing  on  the  day, 
Of  Abyssinia's  cloud-compelling  clifls, 
And  of  the  bending  Mountains. of  the  Moon; 
O'ertopping  all  these  giant  sons  of  earth. 
Let  the  dire  Andes,  from  the  radiant  line 
Stretch'd  to  the  stormy  seas  that  thunder  round 
The  southern  pole,  their  hideous  deeps  unfold  ! 
Amazing  scene  !  Behold  !  the  glooms  disclose  ; 

1  see  the  Rivers  in  their  infant  beds; 

Deep,  deep  I  hear  them,  labouring  to  get  free. 
810  I  see  the  leaning  Strata,  artful  ranged ; 
The  gaping  Fissures  to  receive  the  rains. 
The  melting  snows,  and  ever  dripping  fogs. 
Strow'd  bibulous  above  I  see  the  Sands, 
The  pebbly  Gravel  next,  the  Layers  then 
Of  mingled  moulds,  of  more  retentive  earths, 
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The  gutter'd  Rocks  and  mazy-running  Clefts  ; 
That,  while  the  stealing  moisture  they  transmit, 
Retard  its  motion  and  forbid  its  waste. 
Beneath  the  incessant  weeping  of  these  drains, 

820  I  see  the  rocky  siphons  stietch'd  immense, 
The  mighty  Reservoirs,  of  harden'd  chalk. 
Or  stifi"  compacted  clay,  capacious  form'd  : 
O'erflowing  thence,  the  congregated  stores, 
The  crystal  treasures  of  the  liquid  world, 
Through  the  stirr'd  sands  a  bubbling  passage  burst  ; 
And  welling  out,  around  the  middle  steep. 
Or  from  the  bottoms  of  the  bosom'd  hills. 
In  pure  effusion  How.     United,  thus. 
The  exhaling  Sun,  the  vapour-burden'd  air, 

830  The  gelid  mountains,  that,  to  rain  condensed. 
These  vapours  in  continual  current  draw. 
And  send  tl^sm,  o'er  the  fair-divided  Earth, 
In  bounteous  Rivers  to  the  deep  again, 
A  social  commerce  hold,  and,  firm,  support 
The  full-adjusted  harmony  of  things. 
^J   When  Autumn  scatters  his  departing  gleams, 
Warn'd  of  approaching  Winter,  gather'd,  play 
The  Swallow-people  ;  and  toss'd  wide  around. 
O'er  the  calm  sky,  in  convolution  swift, 

840  The  feather'd  eddy  floats  :  rejoicing  once, 
Ere  to  their  wintry  slumbers  they  retire  ; 
In  clusters  clung,  beneath  the  mouldering  bank, 
And  where,  unpierced  by  frost,  the  cavern  sweats. 
Or  rather  into  warmer  climes  convey'd. 
With  other  kindred  birds  of  season,  there 
They  twitter  cheerful,  till  the  vernal  months 
Invite  them  welcome  back  :  for,  thronging,  now 
Innumerous  wings  are  in  commotion  all. 
Where  the  Rhine  loses  his  majestic  force 

850  In  Belgian  plains,  won  from  the  raging  deep. 
By  diligence  amazing,  and  the  strong 
Unconquerable  hand  of  Liberty, 
The  Stork-assembly  meets  ;  for  many  a  day 
Consulting  deep  and  various,  ere  they  take 
Their  arduous  voyage  through  the  liquid  sky  ; 
And  now,  their  route  design'd,  their  leaders  chose, 
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Their  tribes  adjusted,  clean'd  their  vigorous  wings, 
And  many  a  circle,  many  a  short  essay, 
Wheel'd  round  and  round,  in  congregation  full 

8G0  The  figured  flight  ascends  ;  and,  riding  high 
The  aerial  billows,  mixes  with  the  clouds. 

Or  where  the  Northern  Ocean,  in  vast  whirls, 
Boils  round  the  naked  melancholy  isles 
Of  farthest  Thule,  and  the  Atlantic  surge 
Pours  in  among  the  stormy  Hebrides  ; 
Who  can  recount  what  transmigrations  there 
Are  annual  made  1  what  nations  come  and  go  1 
And  how  the  living  clouds  on  clouds  arise. 
Infinite  wiags  !  till  all  the  plume-dark  air, 

870  And  rude  resounding  shore  are  one  wild  cry  1 

Here  the  plain  harmless  Native  his  small  flock, 
And  herd  diminutive  of  many  hues, 
Tends  on  the  little  island's  verdant  swell, 
The  shepherd's  sea-girt  reign  ;  or,  to  the  rocks 
Dire-clinging,  gathers  his  ovai-ious  food  ; 
Or  sweeps  the  fishy  shore  ;  or  ti-easures  up 
The  plumage,  rising  full,  to  form  the  bed 
Of  luxury,    y^nd  here  awhile  the  Muse, 
High  hovering  o'er  the  broad  cerulean  scene, 

S80  Sees  Caledonia,  in  romantic  view  : 

Her  airy  Mountains,  from  the  waving  main, 
Invested  with  a  keen  diffusive  sky, 
Breathing  the  soul  acute  ;  her  Forests  huge, 
Incult,  robust,  and  tall,  by  Nature's  hand 
Planted  of  old  ;  her  azure  lakes  between, 
Pour'd  out  extensive,  and  of  watery  wealth 
Full  ;  winding,  deep  and  green,  her  fertile  Vales; 
With  many  a  cool  translucent  brimming  Flood 
Wash'd  lovely,  from  the  Tweed  (pure  parent-stream, 

890  Whose  pastoral  banks  first  heard  my  Doric  reed. 
With,  silvan  Jed,  thy  tributary  brook) 
To  where  the  north-inflated  tempest  foams 
O'er  Orca's  or  Betubium's  highest  peak  : 
Nurse  of  a  People  in  Misfortune's  school 
Trained  up  to  hardy  deeds ;  soon  visited 
By  Learning,  when  before  the  Gothic  rage 
She  took  her  western  flight.     A  manly  Race, 
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Of  unsubmitting  spirit,  wise,  and  brave  ; 
Who  still  through  bleeding  ages  struggled  hard 

900  (As  well  unhappy  Wallace  can  attest, 
Great  pariot-hero  !  ill-requited  chief  !) 
To  hold  a  generous,  undiminish'd  state  ; 
Too  much  in  vain  !     Hence  of  unequal  bounds 
Impatient,  and  by  tempting  glory  borne 
O'er  every  land,  for  every  land  their  life 
Has  flow'd  profuse,  their  piercing  genius  plann'd. 
And  swell'd  the  pomp  of  peace  their  faithful  toil  : 
As  from  their  own  clear  north,  in  radiant  streams, 
Bright  over  Europe  bursts  the  Boreal  Morn. 

910       Oh  !  is  there  not  some  Patriot,  in  whose  power 
That  best,  that  godlike  luxury  is  placed, 
Of  blessing  thousands,  thousands  yet  unborn. 
Through  late  posterity  ?  some,  large  of  soul, 
To  cheer  dejected  industry,  to  give 
A  double  harvest  to  the  pining  swain, 
And  teach  the  labouring  hand  the  sweets  of  toil  1 
How,  by  the  finest  art,  the  native  robe 
To  weave  ;  how,  white  as  hyperborean  snow, 
To  form  the  lucid  lawn  ;  with  venturous  oar 

920  How  to  dash  wide  the  billow  ;  nor  look  on, 
Shamefully  passive,  while  Batavian  fleets 
Defraud  us  of  the  glittering  finny  swarms. 
That  heave  our  friths  and  crowd  upon  our  shores ; 
How  all-enlivening  trade  to  rouse,  and  wing 
The  prosperous  sail,  from  every  growing  port, 
Uninjured,  round  the  sea-encircled  globe ; 
And  thus  in  soul  united,  as  in  name. 
Bid  Britain  reign  the  Mistress  of  the  deep  1 

Yes,  there  are  such.     And  full  on  thee,  Argyle, 

930  Her  hope,  her  stay,  her  darling,  and  her  boast, 
From  her  first  patriots  and  her  heroes  sprung, 
Thy  fond  imploring  Country  turns  her  eye  ; 
In  thee,  with  all  a  mother's  triumph,  sees 
Her  every  virtue,  every  grace  combined, 
Her  genius,  wisdom,  her  engaging  tui-n, 
Her  pride  of  honour,  and  her  courage  tried, 
Calm,  and  intrepid,  in  the  very  throat 
Of  sulphurous  war,  on  Tenier's  dreadful  field. 
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Nor  less  the  palm  of  Peace  inwreathes  thy  brow  : 

940  For,  powerful  as  thy  sword,  from  thy  rich  tongue 
Persuasion  flows,  and  wins  the  high  debate  ; 
While  mixed  in  thee  combine  the  charm  of  youth, 
The  force  of  manhood,  and  the  depth  of  age. 
Thee,  Forbes,  too,  whom  every  worth  attends, 
As  truth  sincere,  as  wee})ing  friendship  kind, 
Thee,  truly  generous,  and  in  silence  great, 
Thy  country  feels  through  her  reviving  arts, 
Plann'd  by  thy  wisdom,  by  thy  soul  inform'd  ; 
And  seldom  has  she  felt  a  Friend  like  thee. 

950        But  see  the  fading  many-colour'd  Woods, 

Shade  deepening  over  shade,  the  country  round 
Imbrown  ;  a  crowded  umbrage,  dusk,  and  dun, 
Of  every  hue,  from  wan  declining  green 
To  sooty  dark.     These  now  the  lonesome  Muse, 
Low  whispering,  lead  into  their  leaf-strown  walks, 
And  give  the  season  in  its  latest  view. 

Meantime,  light  shadowing  all,  a  sober  calm 
Fleeces  unbounded  ether :  whose  least  wave 
Stands  tremulous,  uncertain  where  to  turn 

960  The  gentle  current  :  while,  illumined  wide, 
The  dewy-skirted  Clouds  imbibe  the  Sun, 
And  through  their  lucid  veil  his  soften'd  force 
Shed  o'er  the  peaceful  world.     Then  is  the  time 
For  those  whom  Wisdom  and  whom  Nature  charm, 
To  steal  themselves  from  the  degenerate  crowd, 
And  soar  above  this  little  scene  of  things  : 
To  tread  low-thoughted  Vice  beneath  their  feet ; 
To  soothe  the  throbbing  Passions  into  peace  ; 
And  woo  lone  Quiet  in  her  silent  walks. 

970       Thus  solitary,  and  in  pensive  guise, 
Oft  let  me  wander  o'er  the  russet  Mead, 
And  through  the  sadden'd  Grove,  where  scarce  is  heard 
One  dying  strain,  to  cheer  the  woodman's  toil. 
Haply  some  widow'd  Songster  pours  his  plaint, 
Far,  in  faint  warblings,  through  the  tawny  copse; 
While  congregated  thrushes,  linnets,  larks. 
And  each  wild  throat,  whose  artless  strains  so  late 
Swell'd  all  the  music  of  the  swarming  shades. 
Robbed  of  their  tuneful  souls,  now  shivering  sit 
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980  On  the  dead  tree,  a  dull  despondent  flock  ; 

With  not  a  brightness  waving  o'er  their  plumes, 

And  nought  save  chattering  discord  in  their  note. 

O  let  not,  aim'd  from  some  inhuman  eye, 

The  gun  the  music  of  the  coming  year 

Destroy  ;  and  harmless,  unsuspecting  harm, 

Lay  the  weak  Tribes,  a  miserable  prey, 

In  mingled  murder,  fluttering  on  the  ground  ! 

The  pale  descending  Year,  yet  pleasing  still, 
A  geiitler  mood  inspires  ;  for  now  the  leaf 
990  Incessant  rustles  from  the  mournful  grove. 
Oft  startling  such  as,  studious,  walk  below, 
And  slowly  circles  through  the  waving  air. 
But,  should  a  quicker  Breeze  amid  the  boughs 
Sob,  o'er  the  sky  the  leafy  deluge  streams  ; 
Till,  choked  and  matted  with  the  dreary  shower. 
The  forest  walks,  at  every  rising  gale. 
Roll  wide  the  wither'd  waste,  and  whistle  bleak. 
Fled  is  the  blasted  Yerdure  of  the  fields  ; 
And,  shrunk  into  their  beds,  the  flowery  Race 

1000  Their  sunny  robes  resign.     Even  what  remain'd 
Of  bolder  Fruits  falls  from  the  naked  tree ; 
And  woods,  fields,  gardens,  orchards,  all  around 
The  desolated  prospect  thrills  the  soul. 

He  comes  !  he  comes  !  in  every  breeze  the  Power 
Of  Philosophic  Melancholy  comes  ! 
His  near  approach  the  sudden  starting  tear. 
The  glowing  cheek,  the  mild  dejected  air. 
The  soften'd  feature,  and  the  beating  heart, 
Pierc'd  deep  with  many  a  virtuous  pang,  declare. 

1010  O'er  all  the  soul  his  sacred  influence  breathes  ; 
Inflames  imagination  ;  through  the  breast 
Infuses  every  tenderness  ;  and  far 
Beyond  dim  earth  exalts  the  swelling  thought. 
Ten  thousand  thousand  fleet  ideas,  such 
As  never  mingled  with  the  vulgar  dream, 
Crowd  fast  into  the  mind's  creative  eye. 
As  fast  the  correspondent  passions  rise. 
As  varied,  and  as  high  :  Devotion  raised 
To  rapture,  and  divine  astonishment ; 

1020  The  love  of  Nature  unconfined,  and,  chief, 
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Of  human  race  ;  the  large  ambitious  wish, 

To  make  them  blest ;  the  sigh  for  suffering  worth 

Lost  in  obscurity  ;  the  noble  scorn 

Of  tyrant-pride  ;  the  fearless  great  resolve  ; 

The  wonder  which  the  dying  patriot  draws, 

Inspiring  glory  through  remotest  time  ; 

The  awaken'd  throb  for  virtue  and  for  fame  ; 

The  sympathies  of  love,  and  friendship  dear  ; 

With  all  the  social  offspring  of  the  heart. 

1030       Oh  !  bear  me  then  to  vast  embowering  shades, 
To  twilight  groves,  and  visionary  vales  ; 
To  weeping  grottos  and  prophetic  glooms  ; 
Where  angel  forms  athwart  the  solemn  dusk 
Tremendous,  sweep,  or  seem  to  sweep  along ; 
And  Voices  more  than  human,  through  the  void 
Deep-sounding,  seize  the  enthusiastic  ear. 

Or  is  this  gloom  too  much  1  Then  lead,  ye  Powers 
That  o'er  the  garden  and  the  rural  seat 
Preside,  which,  shining  through  the  cheerful  land 

1040  In  countless  numbers  blest  Britannia  sees  ; 
O  lead  me  to  the  wide-extended  walks, 
The  fair  majestic  paradise  of  Stowe  ! 
Not  Persian  Cyrus  on  Ionia's  shore 
E'er  saw  such  silvan  scenes,  such  various  art 
By  genius  fired,  such  ardent  genius  tamed 
By  cool  judicious  art ;  that,  in  the  strife. 
All  beauteous  Nature  fears  to  be  outdone. 
And  there,  O  Pitt,  thy  country's  early  boast. 
There  let  me  sit  beneath  the  shelter'd  slopes, 

1050  Or  in  that  Temple  where,  in  future  times. 
Thou  well  shalt  merit  a  distinguish'd  name ; 
And,  with  thy  converse  blest,  catch  the  last  smiles 
Of  Autumn  beaming  o'er  the  yellow  woods. 
While  there  with  thee  the  enchanted  round  I  walk, 
The  regulated  wild,  gay  Fancy  then 
Will  tread  in  thought  the  groves  of  Attic  land  ; 
Will  from  thy  standard  taste  refine  her  own. 
Correct  her  pencil  to  the  purest  truth 
Of  Nature,  or,  the  unimpassion'd  shades  a 

1060  Forsaking,  raise  it  to  the  human  mind. 
Or  if  hereafter  she,  with  juster  hand. 
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Shall  draw  the  Tragic  scene,  instruct  her  thou 
To  mark  the  varied  movements  of  the  heart, 
What  every  decent  character  requires, 
And  every  passion  speaks.    0  through  her  strain 
Breathe  thy  pathetic  eloquence,  that  moulds 
The  attentive  senate,  charms,  persuades,  exalts, 
Of  honest  Zeal  the  indignant  lightning  throws, 
And  shakes  Corruption  on  her  venal  throne. 

1070  While  thus  we  talk,  and  through  Elysian  vales 
Delighted  rove,  perhaps  a  sigh  escapes  : 
What  pity,  Cobham.  thou  thy  verdant  files 
Of  order'd  treos  shouldst  here  inglorious  range. 
Instead  of  squadrons  flaming  o'er  the  field, 
And  long  embattled  hosts  !  when  the  pi'oud  foe^ 
The  faithless  vain  disturber  of  mankind. 
Insulting  Gaul,  has  roused  the  world  to  war ; 
When  keen,  once  more,  within  their  bounds  to  press 
Those  polish'd  robbers,  those  ambitious  slaves, 

1080  The  British  youth  would  hail  thy  wise  command,. 
Thy  temper'd  ardour  and  thy  veteran  skill. 

The  western  sun  withdraws  the  shorten'd  day  : 
And  humid  Evening  gliding  o'er  the  sky, 
In  her  chill  progress,  to  the  ground  condensed 
The  vapours  throws.      Where  creeping  waters  ooze^ 
Where  marshes  stagnate,  and  where  rivers  wind. 
Cluster  the  rolling  fogs,  and  swim  along 
The  dusky-mantled  lawn.     Meanwhile  the  Moon, 
Fuil-orb'd  and  breaking  through  the  scattered  clouds, 

1090  Shows  her  broad  Visage  in  the  crimson'd  east, 
Turn'd  to  the  sun  direct,  her  spotted  Disk, 
Where  mountains  rise,  umbrageous  dales  descend, 
And  caverns   deep,  as  optic  tube  descries, 
A  smaller  earth,  gives  all  his  blaze  again. 
Void  of  its  flame,  and  sheds  a  softer  day. 
Now  through  the  passing  Cloud  she  seems  to  stoop, 
Now  up  the  pure  Cerulean  rides  sublime. 
Wide  the  pale  Deluge  floats,  and  streaming  mild 
O'er  the  skied  mountain  to  the  shadowy  vale, 

1100   While   rocks  and  floods  reflect  the  quivering  gleam, 
The  whole  air  whitens  with  a  boundless  tide 
Of  silver  radiance,  trembling  round  the  world. 
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But  when,  half  blotted  from  the  sky  her  Light, 
Fainting,  permits  the  starry  fires  to  burn 
With  keener  lustre  through  the  depth  of  heaven; 
Or  near  extinct  her  deaden'd  Orb  appears, 
And  scarce  appears,  of  sickly,  beamless  white ; 
Oft  in  this  season,  silent  from  the  north 
A  blaze  of  Meteors  shoots :  ensweeping  first 

1110  The  lower  skies,  they  all  at  once  converge 

High  to  the  crown  of  heaven,  and  all  at  once 

Relapsing  quick,  as  quickly  reascend. 

And  mix,  and  thwart,  extinguish,  and  renew, 

All  ether  coursing  in  a  maze  of  light. 

From  look  to  look,  contagious  through  the  Crowd, 

The  panic  runs,  and  into  wondrous  shapes 

The  appearance  throws:  armies  in  meet  Array, 

Throng'd  with  aerial  spears,  and  steeds  of  fire, 

Till,  the  long  lines  of  full-extended  War 

1120  In  bleeding  tight  commix'd,  the  sanguine  flood 

Rolls  a  broad  slaughter  o'er  the  plains  of  heaven. 

As  thus  they  scan  the  visionary  Scene, 

On  all  sides  swells  the  superstitious  din. 

Incontinent;  and  busy  Frenzy  talks 

Of  blood  and  battle  ;  cities  overturn'd, 

And  late  at  night  in  swallowing  earthquake  sunk. 

Or  hideous  wrapt  in  fierce  ascending  flame  ; 

Of  sallow  famine,  inundation,  storm  ; 

Of  pestilence,  and  everj^  great  distress  ; 

1130  Empires  subversed,  when  ruling  Fate  has  struck 
The  unalterable  hour  :  even  Nature's  self 
Is  deem'd  to  totter  on  the  brink  of  time. 
Not  so  the  man  of  philosophic   eye. 
And  inspect  sage  ;  the  waving  brightness  he 
Curious  surveys,  inquisitive  to  know 
The  causes,  and  materials,  yet  unfix'd, 
Of  this  appearance  beautiful  and  new. 

Now,  black  and  deep,   the  Night  begins  to  fall, 
A  shade  immense  !  Sunk  in  the  quenching  Gloom, 

1140   Magnificent  and  vast,  are  heaven  and  earth. 
Order  confounded  lies  ;  all  beauty  void, 
Distinction  lost,  and  gay  variety 
One  universal  blot :  such  the  fair  Power 
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Of  light,  to  kindle  and  create  the  whole. 

Drear  is  the  state  of  the  benighted  Wretch, 

Who  then,  bewilder'd,  wanders  through  the  dark, 

Full  of  pale  fancies,  and  chimeras  huge ; 

Nor  visited  by  one  directive  ray, 

From  cottage  streaming,  or  from  airy  hall. 

1150  Perhaps,  impatient  as  he  stumbles  on. 

Struck  from  the  root  of  slimy  rushes,  blue. 
The  Wildfire  scatters  round,  or,  gather'd,  trails 
A  length  of  flame  deceitful  o'er  the  moss. 
Whither  decoy'd  by  the  fantastic  blaze, 
Now  lost  and  now  renew'd,  he  sinks  absorpt, 
Rider  and  horse,  amid  the.  miry  gulf  ; 
While  still,  from  day  to  day  his  pining  wife 
And  plaintive  children  his  return  await. 
In  wild  conjecture  lost.      At  other  times, 

1160  Sent  by  the  better  Genius  of  the  night 

Innoxious,  gleaming  on  the  horse's  mane. 
The  Meteor  sits  •  and  shows  the  narrow  path, 
That,  winding,  leads  through  pits  of  death,  or  else 
Instructs  him  how  to  take  the  dangerous  ford. 

The  lengthen'd  Night  elaps'd,  the  Morning  shines 
Serene,  in  all  her  dewy  beauty  bright. 
Unfolding  fair  the  last  autumnal  day. 
And  now  the  mounting  Sun  dispels  the  fog ; 
The  rigid  hoar-frost  melts  before  his  beam  j 

1170  And,  hung  on  every  spray,  on  every  blade 

Of  ^rass,  the  myriad  dew-drops  twinkle  round. 

Ah,  see  where,  robb'd  and  murder'd,  in  that  pit 
Lies  the  still  heaving  Hive!  at  evening  snatch'd, 
Beneath  the  cloud  of  guilt-concealing  night. 
And  fix'd  o'er  sulphur  ;  while,  not  dreaming  ill, 
The  happy  People,  in  their  waxen  cells, 
Sat  tending  public  cares,  and  planning  schemes 
Of  temperance,  for  Winter  poor;  rejoiced 
To  mark,  full  flowing  round,  their  copious  stoi'es. 

1180  Sudden  the  dark  oppressive  Steam  ascends; 
And,  us'd  to  milder  scents,  the  tender  race. 
By  thousands,  tumble  from  their  honey'd  domes. 
Convolved,  and  agonizing  in  the  dust. 
And  was  it  then  for  this  you  roam'd  the  Spring, 
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Intent,  from  flower  to  flower  1  for  this  you  toil 'of, 
Ceaseless,  the  burning  Summer  heats  away  ? 
For  this  in  Autumn  search'd  the  blooming  waste,. 
Nor  lost  one  sunny  gleam  1  for  this  sad  fate? 
O  Man,  tyrannic  lord  !  how  long,  how  long, 

1190  Shall  prostrate  Nature  groan  beneath  your  rage,, 
Awaiting  renovation  1  When  obliged. 
Must  you  destroy  1  Of  their  ambrosial  Food 
Can  you  not  borrow  ;  and,  in  just  return, 
Afford  them  shelter  from  the  wintry  winds ; 
Or,  as  the  sharp  year  pinches,  .with  their  owrb 
Again  regale  them  on  some  smiling  day  1 
See  where  the  stony  bottom  of  their  town 
Looks  desolate  and  wild  ;  with  here  and  there 
A  helpless  number,  who  the  ruin'd  state 

1200  Survive,  lamenting  weak,  cast  out  to  death. 
Thus  a  proud  City,  populous  and  rich, 
Full  of  the  works  of  peace,  and  high  in  joy, 
At  theatre  or  feast,  or  sunk  in  sleep 
(As  late,  Palermo,  was  thy  fate,)  is  seized 
By  some  dread  earthquake,  and  convulsive  hurl'd, 
Sheer  from  the  black  foundation,  stench-involv'd, 
Into  a  gulf  of  blue  sulphureous  flame. 

Hence  every  harsher  sight  !  for  now  the  Day, 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  diffused,  grows  warm  and  high^ 

1210  Infinite  splendour  !  wide  investing  all. 

How  still  the  Bi-eeze  !  save  what  the  filmy  threads 

Of  dew  evaporate  brushes  from  the  plain. 

How  clear  the  cloudless  Sky  1  how  deeply  tinged 

With  a  peculiar  blue  !  the  ethereal  arch 

How  swell'd  immense  !  amid  whose  azure  throned 

The  I'adiant  Sun  how  gay  !  how  calm  below, 

The  gilded  Earth  !  the  harvest-treasui'es  all 

Now  gather'd  in,  beyond  the  rage  of  storms, 

Sure  to  the  swain  ;  the  circling  fence  shut  up ; 

1220  And  instant  Winter's  utmost  rage  defied  : 

While,  loose  to  festive  Joy,  the  country  round 

Laughs  with  the  loud  sincerity  of  mirth, 

Shook  to  the  wind  their  cares.     The  toil-strung- Youth, 

By  the  quick  sense  of  music  taught  alone, 

Leaps  wildly  graceful  in  the  lively  dance. 
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Her  every  charm  abroad,  the  village-toast, 
Young,  buxom,  warm,  in  native  beauty  rich, 
'    Darts  not  unmeaning  looks  ;  and,  where  her  Eye 
Points  an  approving  smile,  with  double  force 

1230  The  cudgel  rattles,  and  the  wrestler  twines. 
Age  too  shines  out  ;  and,  garrulous,  recounts 
The  feats  of  youth.     Thus  they  rejoice  ;  nor  think 
That,  with  to-morrow's  sun,  their  annual  Toil 
Begins  again  the  never-ceasing  round. 

Oh,  knew  he  but  his  happiness,  of  men 
The  happiest  he,  who  far  from  public  Rage, 
Deep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choice  few  retired, 
Drinks  the  pure  pleasures  of  the  Rural  Life. 
What  though  the  dome  be  wanting,  whose  proud  Gate, 

1240  Each  morning,  vomits  out  the  sneaking  crowd 
Of  flatterers  false,  and  in  their  turn  abused  1 
Vile  intercourse  !  What  though  the  glittering  Robe, 
Of  every  hue  reflected  light  can  give. 
Or  floating  loose,  or  stiff"  with  mazy  gold, 
The  pride  and  gaze  of  fools  !  oppress  him  not  ? 
What  though,  from  utmost  land  and  sea  purvey'd, 
For  him  each  rarer  tributary  life 
Bleeds  not,  and  his  insatiate  table  heaps 
With  luxury  and  death  ?  What  though  his  bowl 

1250  Flames  not  with  costly  juice  ;    nor  sunk  in  beds, 
Oft  of  gay  Care,  he  tosses  out  the  night. 
Or  melts  the  thoughtless  hours  in  idle  State  1 
What  though  he  knows  not  those  fantastic  Joys 
That  still  amuse  the  wanton,  still  deceive — 
A  face  of  pleasure,  but  a  heart  of  pain — 
Their  hollow  moments  undelighted  all  1 
Sure  Peace  is  his  ;  a  solid  life,  estranged 
To  disappointment  and  fallacious  hope  : 
Rich  in  content,  in  Nature's  bounty  rich, 

1260  In  herbs  and  fruits;  whatever  greens  the  Spring, 

When  heaven  descends  in  showers  ;    or  bends  the  bough. 
When  Summer  reddens,  and  when  Autumn  beams; 
Or  in  the  Wintry  glebe  whatever  lies 
Conceal'd,  and  fattens  with  the  richest  sap. 
These  are  not  wanting  ;  nor  the  milky  drove, 
Luxuriant,  spread  o'er  all  the  lowing  vale ; 
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Nor  bleating  mountains  ;  nor  the  chide  of  streams 
And  hum  of  bees,  inviting  sleep  sincere 
Into  the  guiltless  breast,  beneath  the  shade, 
1270  Or  thrown  at  large  amid  the  fragrant  hay  ; 

Nor  aught  besides  of  prospect,  grove,  or  song, 
Dim  grottos,  gleaming  lakes,  and  fountain  clear. 
Here  too  dwells  simple  Truth  ;  plain  Innocence  ; 
Unsullied  Beauty ;  sound  unbroken  Youth, 
Patient  of  labour,  with  a  little  pleased  ; 
Health  ever  blooming  ;  unambitious  Toil  : 
Calm  Contemplation,  and  Poetic  Ease. 

Let  others  brave  the  Flood  in  quest  of  gain, 
And  beat,  for  joyless  months,  the  gloomy  wave. 
1280  Let  such  as  deem  it  Glory  to  destroy, 

Kush  into  blood,  the  sack  of  cities  seek ; 
Unpierced,  exulting  in  the  widow's  wail, 
'Ihe  virgin's  shriek,  and  infant's  trembling  cry. 
Let  some,  far-distant  from  their  native  Soil, 
Urged  or  by  want  or  harden'd  avarice, 
Find  other  lands  beneath  another  sun. 
Let  This  through  cities  work  his  eager  way 
By  legal  outrage  and  establish'd  guile, 
The  social  sense  extinct;  and  That  ferment 
1290  Mad  into  tumult  the  seditious  herd, 

Or  melt  them  down  to  slavery.     Let  These 
Ensnare  the  wretched  in  the  toils  of  law, 
Fomenting  discord  and  perplexing  right. 
An  iron  race  !  and  Those  of  fairer  front, 
But  equal  inhumanity,  in  courts. 
Delusive  pomp,  and  dark  cabals,  delight ; 
Wreathe  the  deep  bow,  diffuse  the  lying  smile, 
And  tread  the  weary  labyrinth  of  state. 
While  He,  from  all  the  stormy  passions  free, 
1300  That  restless  men  involve,  hears,  and  but  hears, 
At  distance  safe,  the  human  tempest  roar, 
Wrapp'd  close  in  conscious  peace.     The  fall  of  kings 
The  rage  of  nations,  and  the  crush  of  states, 
Move  not  the  Man  who,  from  tbe  world  escaped, 
In  still  retreats  and  flowery  solitudes. 
To  Nature's  voice  attends,  from  month  to  month. 
And  day  to  day,  through  the  revolving  year; 
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Admiring,  sees  her  in  her  every  shape  ; 
Feels  all  her  sweet  emotions  at  his  heart ; 

1310  Takes  what  she  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  more. 

He,  when  young  Spring  protrudes  the  bursting  germs, 

Marks  the  first  bud,  and  sucks  the  healthful  gale 

Into  his  freshen'd  soul  ;  her  genial  Hours 

He  full  enjoys  ;  and  not  a  beauty  blows, 

And  not  an  opening  blossom  breathes  in  vain. 

In  Summer  he,  beneath  the  living  shade, 

Such  as  o'er  frigid  Tempe  wont  to  wave, 

Or  Hemus  cool,  reads  what  the  Muse,  of  these. 

Perhaps,  has  in  immortal  numbers  sung  ; 

1320  Or,  what  she  dictates,  writes ;  and,  oft  an  eye 
Shot  round,  rejoices  in  the  vigorous  Year. 
When  Autumn's  yellow  lustre  gilds  the  world. 
And  tempts  the  sickled  swain  into  the  field. 
Seized  by  the  general  joy,  his  heart  distends 
With  gentle  throes  ;  and,  through  the  tepid  gleams 
Deep  musing,  then  he  best  exerts  his  Song. 
Even  Winter  wild  to  him  is  full  of  bliss. 
The  mighty  tempest,  and  the  hoary  waste. 
Abrupt  and  deep,  stretch'd  o'er  the  buried  earth, 

1330  Awake  to  solemn  thought.     At  Night  the  skies, 
Disclosed  and  kindled  by  refining  frost. 
Pour  every  lustre  on  the  exalted  eye. 
A  friend,  a  book,  the  stealing  Hours  secure, 
And  mark  them  down  for  wisdom.     With  swift  Wing, 
O'er  land  and  sea  imagination  roams  ; 
Or  truth,  divinely  breaking  on  his  Mind, 
Elates  his  being,  and  unfolds  his  powers  ; 
Or  in  his  breast  heroic  Virtue  burns. 
The  touch  of  kindred  too  and  love  he  feels ; 

1340  The  modest  Eye,  whose  beams  on  his  alone 
Ecstatic  shine  ;  the  little  strong  embrace 
Of  prattling  Children,  twined  around  his  neck. 
And  emulous  to  please  him,  calling  forth 
The  fond  parental  soul.     Nor  purpose  gay, 
Amusement,  dance,  or  song,  he  sternly  scorns  ; 
For  happiness  and  true  philosophy 
Are  of  the  social  still,  and  smiling  kind. 
This  is  the  Life  which  those  who  fret  in  guilt, 
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And  guilty  cities,  never  knew  ;  the  Life 

1350  Led  by  primeval  ages,  uncorrupt, 

When  Angels  dwelt,  and  God  himself,  with  Man. 

Oh  Nature  !  all-sufficient  !  o\  er  all  ! 
Enrich  me  with  the  knowledge  of  thy  works ; 
Snatch  me  to  Heaven  ;  thy  rolling  Wonders  there, 
World  byond  world,  in  infinite  extent. 
Profusely  scatter'd  o'er  the  void  immense. 
Show  me  ;  their  Motions,  Periods,  and  their  Laws, 
Give  me  to  scan  ;  through  the  disclosing  Deep 
Light  my  blind  way  :  the  mineral  Strata  there ; 

lOGO  Thrust,  blooming,  thence  the  vegetable  world ; 
O'er  that  the  rising  System,  more  complex, 
Of  animals ;  and,  higher  still,  the  Mind, 
The  varied  scene  of  quick-compounded  thought, 
And  where  the  mixing  passions  endless  shift  ; 
These  ever  open  to  my  ravish'd  eye, 
A  search  the  llight  of  time  can  ne'er  exhaust ! 
But  if  to  that  unequal  ;  if  the  blood, 
In  sluggish  streams  about  my  heart,  forbid 
That  best  ambition  ;  under  closing  Shades, 

1370  Inglorious,  lay  me  by  the  lowly  brook. 

And  whisper  to  my  dreams.     From  Thee  begin, 
Dwell  all  on  Thee,  with  Thee  conclude  my  song  ; 

1373  And  let  me  nover,  never  stray  from  Thee  1 
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House  of  Commons  from  1728  to  1761. 

V.  177. — The  following  tale  is  founded  on  the  Hebrew  story  of  Ruth. 

V.  645. — John  Phillips  (1676-1708),  who  wrote  a  poem  entitled  "Cyder,"  in 
imitation  of  Virgil's  "  Georgics. " 
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ancient  Britain  called  Siluria. 

V.  655. — The  Right  Honourable  George  Dodington,  afterwards  Lord  Mel- 
combe.  Thomson  dedicated  "Summer"  to  Dodington,  by  a  pre- 
fatory letter  in  the  first  edition,  and  by  a  few  lines  in  the  text  of 
the  poem  in  subsequent  editions. 

V.  667. — Dr.  Edward  Young,  author  of  the  "Night  Thoughts." 

V.  783. — Imaus  is  the  Himalayan  range. 
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encompass  the  whole  earth. 
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V.  893. — Orca  :  the  Orkney  Islands. 
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WINTER. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

The  subject  proposed.  Address  to  the  Earl  of  Wilming- 
ton. First  approach  of  Winter.  According  to  the  natural 
course  of  the  Season,  various  Storms  described.  Rain. 
Wind.  Snow.  The  driving  of  the  Snows :  a  man  perish- 
ing among  them;  whence  reflections  on  the  Wants  and 
Miseries  of  Human  Life.  The  Wolves  descending  from 
the  Alps  and  Apennines.  A  Winter  Evening  described ; 
as  spent  by  Philosophers  ;  by  the  Country  People  ;  in  the 
City.  Prost.  A  view  of  Winter  within  the  Polar  Circle. 
A  Thaw.  The  whole  concluding  with  moral  Reflections 
on  a  Future  State. 


WINTER. 


See,  Winter  comes,  to  rule  the  varied  year, 

Sullen  and  sad,  with  all  his  rising  train ; 

Vapours,  and  Clouds,  and  Storms.     Be  these  my  Theme  ; 

These,  that  exalt  the  soul  to  solemn  thought, 

And  heavenly  musing.     Welcome,  kindred  glooms  ! 

Congenial  horrors,  hail  !  with  frequent  foot, 

Pleased  have  I,  in  my  cheerful  Morn  of  life, 

When  nursed  by  careless  Solitude  I  lived. 

And  sung  of  Nature  with  unceasing  joy, 

10  Pleased  have  I  wander'd  through  your  rough  Domain  ; 
Trod  the  pure  virgin  snows,  myself  as  pure ; 
Heard  the  winds  roar,  and  the  big  torrent  burst  ; 
Or  seen  the  deep-fermenting  tempest  brew'd 
In  the  grim  evening  sky.     Thus  passed  the  Time, 
Till  through  the  lucid  chambers  of  the  south 
Look'd  out  the  joyous  Spring,  look'd  out,  and  smiled. 

To  thee,  the  Patron  of  this  first  essay, 
The  Muse,  O  Wilmington  !  renews  her  song. 
Since  has  she  rounded  the  revolving  Year  : 

20  Skimm'd  the  gay  Spring  ;  on  eagle-pinions  borne, 
Attempted  through  the  Summer  blaze  to  rise ; 
Then  swept  o'er  Autumn  with  the  shadowy  gale  ; 
And  now  among  the  wintry  clouds  again, 
EoU'd  in  the  doubling  storm,  she  tries  to  soar  ; 
To  swell  her  note  with  all  the  rushing  winds ; 
To  suit  her  sounding  cadence  to  the  floods  i 
As  is  her  theme,  her  numbers  wildly  great : 
Thrice  happy  could  she  fill  thy  judging  Ear 
With  bold  description,  and  with  manly  thought. 

30  Nor  art  thou  skill'd  in  awful  Schemes  alone, 
And  how  to  make  a  mighty  People  thrive ; 
But  equal  goodness,  sound  integrity, 
A  firm,  unshaken,  uncorrupted  soul 
Amid  a  sliding  age  ;  and,  burning  strong, 
Not  vainly  blazing,  for  thy  country's  weal. 
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A  steady  spirit  regularly  free — 
These,  each  exalting  each,  the  Statesman  light 
Into  the  Patriot ;  these,  the  public  Hope 
And  eye  to  thee  converting,  bid  the  Muse 

40  Record  what  Envy  dares  not  flattery  call. 

Now  when  the  cheerless  Empire  of  the  sky 
To  Capricorn  the  Centaur- Archer  yields. 
And  fierce  Aquarius  stains  the  inverted  year  ; 
Hung  o'er  the  farthest  verge  of  Heaven,  the  Sun 
Scarce  spreads  o'er  ether  the  dejected  day. 
Faint  are  his  gleams,  and  ineffectual  shoot 
His  struggling  rays,  in  horizontal  lines, 
Through  the  thick  air ;  as,  clothed  in  cloudy  storm, 
Weak,  wan,  and  broad,  he  skirts  the  southern  sky ; 

50  And,  soon-descending,  to  the  long  dark  night, 
Wide-shading  all,  the  prostrate  world  resigns. 
Nor  is  the  Night  unwished  ;  while  vital  heat, 
Light,  life,  and  joy,  the  dubious  Day  forsake. 
Meantime,  in  sable  cincture,  shadows  vast. 
Deep-tinged  and  damp,  and  congregated  clouds, 
And  all  the  vapoury  turbulence  of  Heaven, 
Involve  the  face  of  things.     Thus  Winter  falls, 
A  heavy  gloom  oppressive  o'er  the  world. 
Through  Nature  shedding  influence  malign, 

60  And  rouses  up  the  seeds  of  dark  disease. 
The  soul  of  man  dies  in  him,  loathing  life, 
And  black  with  more  than  melancholy  views. 
The  cattle  droop  ;  and  o'er  the  furrowed  land, 
Fresh  from  the  plough,  the  dun-discolour'd  flocks, 
Untended  spreading,  crop  the  wholesome  root. 
Along  the  woods,  along  the  moorish  fens. 
Sighs  the  sad  Genius  of  the  coming  storm  ; 
And  up  among  the  loose  disjointed  cliffs. 
And  fractured  mountains  wild,  the  brawling  brook 
70  And  cave,  presageful,  send  a  hollow  moan, 
Resounding  long  in  listening  Fancy's  ear.    X 

Then  comes  the  Father  of  the  tempest  forth, 
Wrapt  in  black  glooms.     First  joyless  Rains  obscure 
Drive  through  the  mingling  skies  with  vapour  foul ; 
Dash  on  the  mountain's  brow,  and  shake  the  woods. 
That  grumbling  wave  below.     The  unsightly  plain 
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Lies  a  brown  deluge  ;  as  the  low-bent  clouds 
Pour  flood  on  flood,  yet,  unexhausted  still 
Combine,  and,  deepening  into  night,  shut  up 
80  The  day's  fair  face.V   The  wanderers  of  Heaven, 
Each  to  his  Home,  retire ;  save  those  that  love 
To  take  their  pastime  in  the  troubled  air, 
Or  skimming  flutter  round  the  dimply  pool  ; 
The  Cattle  from  the  untasted  fields  return. 
And  ask,  with  meaning  low,  their  wonted  stalls, 
Or  ruminate  in  the  contiguous  shade. 
Thither  the  household  feathery  people  crowd. 
The  crested  Cock,  with  all  his  female  train. 
Pensive,  and  dripping ;  while  the  cottage-hind 
90  Hangs  o'er  the  enlivening  blaze,  and  taleful  there 
Recounts  his  simple  frolic  :  much  he  talks. 
And  much  he  laughs,  nor  recks  the  Storm  that  blows 
Without,  and  rattles  on  his  humble  roof..f-, 

Wide  o'er  the  brim,  with  many  a  torrent  swell'd, 
And  the  mix'd  ruin  of  its  banks  o'erspread. 
At  last  the  roused-up  River  pours  along  : 
Resistless,  roaring,  dreadful,  down  it  comes 
From  the  rude  mountain,  and  the  mossy  wild, 
Tumbling  through  rocks  abrupt,  and  sounding  far  ; 

100  Then  o'er  the  sanded  valley  floating  spreads, 
Calm,  sluggish,  silent ;  till  again  constrain'd 
Between  two  meeting  hills,  it  bursts  away, 
Where  rocks  and  woods  o'srhang  the  turbid  stream  ; 
There  gathering  triple  force,  rapid,  and  deep. 
It  boils,  and  wheels,  and  foams,  and  thunders  through. 

Nature  !  great  parent  !  whose  unceasing  Hand 
Rolls  round  the  seasons  of  the  changeful  year, 
How  mighty,  how  majestic,  are  thy  works  ! 
With  what  a  pleasing  dread  they  swell  the  soul, 

110  That  sees  astonish'd,  and  astonish'd  sings  ! 
Ye  too,  ye  Winds,  that  now  begin  to  blow 
With  boisterous  sweep,  I  raise  my  voice  to  you. 
Where  are  your  stores,  ye  powerful  beings  !  say, 
Where  your  aerial  magazines,  reserved 
To  swell  the  brooding  terrors  of  the  storm  1 
In  what  far  distant  region  of  the  sky, 
Hush'd  in  deep  silence,  sleep  you  when  'tis  calm  1 
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^^ 


>-  urt-t^v 


When  from  the  pallid  sky  the  Sun  descends^  ,  ,    . 

With  many  a  spot,  that  o'er  his  glaring  oxb  t-t  tn^  ~  Ci  tiAtiu^ 
120  Uncertain  wanders,  stain'd  ;  red  fiery  streaks 
Begin  to  flush  around.     The  reeling  Clouds 
oXcu^A^Stagger  with  dizzyjopise,  as  doubting  yet     ^      j. 

A  \  Which  master  to  obey  :   while  rising  slow,   C>')c^'*^'*-4^-~^ 

- ^  ^/^Blank,  in  the  leaden-colour'd  east,  the  Moon 

Wears  a  Avan  circle  round  her  blunted  horns. 
Seen  through  the  turbid  fluctuating  air,  y^yi.  9««*'t^ 
}       (fr  *<■•£/,  )The  Stars  obtuse  emit  a  shivered  ray  ;  t-i  cr^-fy  f 

^<^o  »4kk42  'Or  frequent  seem  to  shoot  athwart  the  gloom,  .  ,^ 

'^   r  ^    And  long  behind  them  trail  the  whitening  blaze.  (?>^u.y-t*y^> 

130  Snatch'd  in  short  eddies,  plays  the  wither'd  leaf  ;;        '     / 
And  on  the  flood  the  dancing  feather  floats.  i^xt<u  C 
With  broaden'd  nostrils  to  the  sky  upturn'd, 
A,  The  conscious  heifer  snuffs  the  stormy  gale. 

/< y%»/^  E'en^s  the  Matron,  at  her  nightly  task. 

With  pensive  labour  draws  the  flaxen  thread. 
The  wasted  taper  and  the  crackling  flame 
Foretel  the  blast. ,    But  chief  the  plumy  race,         'i/.  jk<i^,  ^.i,., 
The  tenants  of  the  sky,  its  changes  speak.  -  / 

Retiring  from  the  downs,  where  all  day  long  ^sL,  (l3r -SUii/  I) 
140  They  pick'd  their  scanty  fare,  a  blackening  train       /  '   ^ 

Of  clamorous  rooks  thick  urge  their  weary  flight, 
And  seek  the  closing  shelter  of  the  grove. 
Assiduous,  in  his  bower,  the  wailing  owl. 
Plies  his  sad  song.     The  cormorant  on  high 
Wheels  from  the  deej),  and  screams  along  the  land. 
Loud  shrieks  the  soaring  hern  ;  and  with  wild  win^         . 
The  circling  seafowl  clea-A^e  the  flaky  clouds.    ;..    i-Iavu-Q  w. 
Ocean,  unequal  press'd,  with  broken  tide        '  / 

And  blind  commotion  heaves  ;  while  from  the  shore, 
-  ,150  Eat  into  caverns  by  the  restless  wave,     '■   ^  Zo  ~ /-tf'*-*''*^ 
And  forest-rustling  mountain,  comes  a  voice,      ^  ^ 
That  solemn-sounding  bids  the  world  prepare. 
■  ii' iu.jJ-'^^^^  issues  forth  the  Storm  with  sudden  burst. 
And  hurls  the  whole  precipitated  air 
Down  in  a  torrent.     On  the  passive  Main 
Descends  the  ethereal  force,  and  with  strong  gust 
Turns  from  its  bottom  the  discolour'd  deep. 
Through  the  black  Night,  that  sits  immense  around,. 
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Lash'd  into  foam,  the  fierce  conflicting  brine 
160  Seems  o'er  a  thousand  raging  waves  to  burn. 
Meantime  the  mountain-billows,  to  the  clouds 
In  dreadful  tumult  swell'd,  surge  above  surge,  /u^-oa^^ 
ii,„, Burst  into  chaos  with  tremendous  roar, 

And  anchor'd  navies  from  their  stations  drive, 
Wild  as  the  winds  across  the  howling  waste 
Of  mighty  waters  :  now  the  inflated  Wave 
Straining  they  scale,  and  now  impetuous  shoot 
Into  the  secret  chambers  of  the  deep, 
f^Jt  The  wintry  Baltic  thundering  o'er  their  head. 
15^^  Emerging  thence  again,  before  the  breath 

Of  full  exerted  Heaven  they  wing  their  course, 
And  dart  on  distant  coasts  ;  if  some  sharp  rock, 
i^f»i^»'  shoal  in^ious  break  not  their  career. 

And  in  loose  fragments  fling  them  floating  round. 

Nor  less  at  land  the  loosen'd  Tempest  reigns. 
The  mountain  thunders ;  and  its  sturdy  sons 
Stoop  to  the  bottom  of  the  rocks  they  shade. 
uAi-aX'XreLone  on  the  midnight  steep,  and  all  aghast. 

The  dark  way  faring  Stranger  breathless  toils, 
180  And,  often  falling,  climbs  against  the  blast. 
■rli'r'J-    ^^^  waves  the  rooted  Forest,  vex'd,  and  sheds 
rvv'^.J/    <iVhat  of  its  tarnish'd  honours  yet  remain  ; 

■/  D^sh'd  down,  and  scatter'd,  by  the  tearing  wind's 

f**^^       Assidiious  fury,  its  gigantic  limbs.  ^.^     / 

"         Thus  struggling  through  the  dissigated  grove,  j^<'«''^^" 
The  whirling  Tempest  raves  along  the  plain ; 
And  on  the  cottage  thatch'd,  or  loi'dly  roof. 
Keen-fastening,  shakes  them  to  the  solid  base. 
Sleep  frighted  flies  ;  and  round  the  rocking  Dome, 
190  For  entrance  eager,  howls  the  savage  blast. 

Then  too,  they  say,  through  all  the  burden'd  Air, 
Long  groans  are  heard,  shrill  sounds,  and  distant  sighs. 
That,  utter'd  by  the  Demon  of  the  night, 
Warn  the  devoted  wretch  of  woe  and  death. 

Hugh  uproar  lords  it  wide.     The  Clouds  commix'd 
With  stars,  swift  gliding  sweep  along  the  sky. 
All  Nature  reels  :  Till  Nature's  King,  who  oft 
Amid  tempestuous  darkness  dwells  alone, 
And  on  tB^wings  of  the  careering  wind 
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200  Walks  dreadfully  serene,  commands  a  calm  ; 

Then  straight,  air,  sea,  and  earth,  are  hush'd  at  once. 

As  yet  'tis  midni<;ht  deep.  -^  The  weary  Clouds, 
Slow-meeting,  mingle  into  solid  gloom. 
Now,  while  the  drowsy  World  lies  lost  in  sleep, 
f/r  ^"f^*'^':  ^et  me  associate  with  the  serious  Night,  ^ 

And  Contemplation,  her  sedate  compeer  ;  ccntyofpt^ri. 
Let  me  shake  oft'  the  intrusive  cares  of  Day, 
And  lay  the  meddling  senses  all  aside. 
Where  now,  ye  lying  Vanities  of  life  ! 
210  Ye  ever-tempting,  ever  cheating  train  ! 

Where  are  you  now  1  and  what  is  your  amount  1 
Vexation,  disappointment,  and  remorse  :  /        '    ^ 

Sad,  sickening  thought  !  and  yet  deeded  Man,  «i^!fl''**^^ 
/^(Ui*  A  scene  of  crude  disjointed  visions  past,  uru^ymJLCCuL, 
And  broken  slumbers,  rises  still  resolved, 
With  new-flush'd  hopes,  to  run  the  giddy  round.  "^ 
/      Father  of  light  and  life  !  thou  Good  Supreme  ! 
,'  O  teach  me  what  is  good,  teach  me  Thyself  !    'y- 
Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice,  '^(^^  (.a^ 
220  From  every  low  pursuit  !  and  feed  my  Soul 
«!    With  knowledge,  conscious  peace,  and  virtue  pure — 
JlXiJl,  \Sacred,  substantial,  never-fading  bliss  !  ^ 

Pj     "^  The  keener  Tenipests  come  :  and  fuming  dun  .''  '    ■^^^• 
l^.1^;'     From  all  the  livia^east,  or  piercing  north,  0  f.ne 

Thick  Clouds  ascend  ;  in  whose  capacious  womb  /^"'^Tr*^ 
A  vapoury  deluge  lies,  to  snow  congeal'd.  ^ 

Heavy  they  roll  their  fleecy  world  along  ; 
And  the  sky  saddens  with  the  gather'd  storm. 
Through  the  hush'd  air  the  whitening  Shower  descends, 
230  At  first  thin  wavering  ;  till  at  last  the  Flakes 

Fall  broad,  and  wide,  and  fast,  dimming  the  day, 
With  a  continual  flow.     The  cherish'd  Fields 
Put  on  their  winter-robe  of  purest  white. 
'Tis  brightness  all,  save  where  the  new  Snow  melts 
^VicA.(  V.      Along  the  mazy  current.     Low  the  AVoods  i 

Bow  their  hoar  head  ;  and  ere  the  languid  Sun   '  ' '  '^ 
Faint  from  the  west  emits  his  evening  ray. 
Earth's  universal  face,  deep-hid  and  chill, 
Is  one  wild  dazzling  waste,  that  buries  wide 
240  The  works  of  man.     Drooping,  the  labourer-ox 
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Stands  cover'd  o'er  with  snow,  and  then  demands 

The  fruit  of  all  his  toil.     The  fowls  of  Heaven, 

Tamed  by  the  cruel  season,  crowd  around 

The  winnowing  stoie,  and  claim  the  little  boon 

Which  Providence  assigns  them.     One  alone. 

The  Redbreast,  sacred  to  the  household  gods, 

Wisely  regardful  of  the  embroiling  sky, 

In  joyless  fields  and  thorny  thickets  leaves 

His  shivering  mates,  and  pays  to  trusted  Man 
250  His  annual  visit.     Half-afraid,  he  first 

Against  the  window  beats  :  then,  brisk,  alights 

On  the  warm  hearth  ;  then,  hopping  o'er  the  floor, 

Eyes  all  the  smiling  family  askance. 

And  pecks,  and  starts,  and  wonders  where  he  is  ; 

Till,  more  familiar  grown,  the  table-crumbs 

Attract  his  slender  feet.     The  foodless  Wilds 

Pour  forth  their  brown  inhabitants.     The  Hare, 

Though  timorous  of  heart,  and  hard  beset 

By  death  in  various  forms,  dark  snares,  and  dogs, 
260  And  more  unpitying  men,  the  garden  seeks. 

Urged  on  by  fearless  want.     The  bleating  kind 

Eye  the  bleak  Heaven,  and  next  the  glistening  earth,        .^y        • 

With  looks  of  dumb  despair  ;  then,  sad  dispersed,    -,   ^     ,  .<S<-c.'V*C- 

Dig  for  the  wither'd  herb  through  heaps  orsnow,  * 
Now  Shepherds,  to  your  helpless  charge  be  kind. 

Baffle  the  raging  year,  and  fill  their  pens 

With  food  at  will ;  lodge  them  below'  the  storm, 

And  watch  them  strict :   for  from  the  bellowing  east, 

In  this  dire  season,  oft  the  Whirlwind's  wing 
270  Sweeps  up  the  burden  of  whole  wintry  plains 

In  one  wide  waft,  and  o'er  the  hapless  flocks, 

Hid  in  the  hollow  of  two  neighbouring  hills. 

The  billowy  tempest  whelms  ;  till,  upward  urged. 

The  valley  to  a  shining  mountain  swells, 

Tipp'd  with  a  wreath  high-curling  in  the  sky. 
As  thus  the  snows  arise,  and,  foul  and  fierce, 

All  Winter  drives  along  the  darken'd  air. 
In  his  own  loose-revolving  fields  the  Swain 
Disaster'd  stands ;  sees  other  hills  ascend, 
280  Of  unknown  joyless  brow  ;  and  other  Scenes, 
Of  horrid  prospect,  shag  the  trackless  plain  : 


Nor  finds  the  river,  nor  the  forest,  hid 

Beneath  the  formless  wild  ;  but  wanders  on 

From  hill  to  dale,  still  more  and  more  astray ; 

Impatient  flouncing  through  the  drifted  heaps, 

Stung  with  the  thoughts  of  Home  :  the  thoughts  of  Home 

Rush  on  his  nerves,  and  call  their  vigour  forth 

In  many  a  vain  attempt.      How  sinks  his  soul  ! 

What  black  despair,  what  horror  fills  his  heart ! 

290  When  for  the  dusky  spot,  which  fancy  feign'd 
His  tufted  Cottage  rising  through  the  snow, 
He  meets  the  roughness  of  the  middle  waste. 
Far  from  the  track  and  bless'd  abode  of  man  : 
While  round  him  Night  resistless  closes  fast, 
And  every  tempest,  howling  o'er  his  head, 
Renders  the  savage  wilderness  more  wild. 
Then  throng  the  busy  shapes  into  his  Mind 
Of  cover'd  pits,  unfathomably  deep, 
A  dire  descent !  beyond  the  power  of  frost ; 

300  Of  faithless  bogs  ;  of  precipices  huge, 

Smooth'd  up  with  snow  ;  and,  what  is  land  unknown. 
What  water,  of  the  still  unfrozen  spring, 
In  the  loose  marsh  or  solitary  lake. 
Where  the  fresh  fountain  from  the  bottom  boils. 
These  check  his  fearful  steps ;  and  down  he  sinks 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  the  shapeless  drift, 
Thinking  o'er  all  the  bitterness  of  Death  ; 
Mix'd  with  the  tender  anguish  nature  shoots 
Through  the  wrung  bosom  of  the  dying  man, 

310  His  wife,  his  children,  and  his  friends  unseen. 
In  vain  for  him  the  officious  Wife  prepares 
The  fire  fair-blazing,  and  the  vestment  warm  ; 
In  vain  his  little  Children,  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingling  storm,  demand  their  sire, 
With  tears  of  artless  innocence.     Alas  ! 
Nor  wife,  nor  children  more  shall  he  behold. 
Nor  fi'iends,  nor  sacred  home.      On  every  nerve 
The  deadly  Winter  seizes  ;  shuts  up  sense  ; 
And,  o'er  his  inmost  vitals  creeping  cold, 

320  Lays  him  along  the  snows,  a  stifiened  Corse, 

Stretch'd  out,  and  bleaching  in  the  northern  blast. 

Ah  !  little  think  the  gay  licentious  Proud,     A-^^A^'  '.  0f(< 
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"Whom  pleasure,  power,  and  affluence  surround  ;  'U^^  '  '-  ^ 
,    They  who  their  thoughtless  hours  in  giddy  mirth, 
to^/uM-  And  wanton,  often  cruel,  riot  waste  ; 

Ah  !  littTe  think  they,  while  they  dance  along, 

How  many  feel,  this  very  moment,  Death 

And  all  the  sad  variety  of  pain.  niJiAAA'-l*^ 

How  many  sink  in  the  devouring  flood,  i^1>MAr  j 

330  Or  more  devouring  flame  ;  how  many  bleed,  »  n 

By  shameful  variance  betwixt  man  and  man.     OlA^^f  \JJyHiJUc\ 

How  many  pine  in  Want,  and  dungeon-glooms ;  / 

Shut  from  the  common  air,  and  common  use 

Of  their  own  limbs.     How  many  drink  the  cup 
/y^^y  ^Of  baleful  Grief,  or  eat  the  bitter  bread 

'     Of  Misery.     Sore  pierced  by  wintry  winds, 

How  many  shrink  into  the  sordid  Hut 
<^)H<tv^Of  cheerless  poverty.     How  many  shake 
^^./'(^^.VWith  all  the  fiercer  tortures  of  the  Mind, 
■    340  Unbounded  passion,  madness,  guilt,  remorse;  .     f^.     • 

Whence  tumbled  headlong  from  the  hdght  of  life,        '  '  '  '^' 

They  furnish  matter  for  the  tragic  Muse. 

Even  in  the  vale,  where JWisdom  loves  to  dwell,   /u-      '  < 

With  Friendship,  Peace,  and  Contemplation  join'd^     <^'-  A 

How  many,  rack'd  with  honest  passions,  droop 

In  deep  retired  distress  ;  how  many  stand 

Around  the  death-bed  of  their  dearest  Friends,  ^       _  i 

And  point  the  parting  anguish.     Thought  fond  Man    i\ytJAVl^    9^ 

Of  these,  and  all  the  thousand  nameless  ills  *      —    > 

350  That  one  incessajit  struggle  render  life,        C^*-^''^  otA-t.  f  ■** 

One  scene  of  toil,  of  suffering,  and  of  fate, 

Vice  on  his  high  career  would  stand  appall'd, 

And  heedless  rambling  Impulse  learn  to  think  ;  a  V 

The  conscious  heart  of  Charity  would  warm,    --^w-^^^ 

And  her  wide  wish  Benevolence  dilate ;  ^iMJtA^^^^L^. 

The  social  tear  would  rise,  the  social  sigh;     ?/         V  'l^/jil 

And  into  clear  perfection,  gradual  bliss,  ^ 

Refining  still,  the  social  passions  work.   ^ 

And  here  can  I  forget  the  generous  band,  ^ 

360  Who,  touch'd  with  human  woe,  redressive  search'd  "' '      n  ^^ 

Into  the  horrors  of  the  gloomy  jail —  ^ 

Unpitied,  and  unheard,  where  Misery  moans  ; 

Where  Sickness  pines ;  where  Thirst  and  Hunger  burn, 
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And  pool*  Misfortune  feels  the  lash  of  Vice  ? 
While  in  the  land  of  Liberty,  the  land  ,    , 

Whose  every  street  and  public  meeting  glo"vv 
t,  u-/  y-^         With  open  freedom,  little  tyrants  raged  ; 
'>i4^'^'<^i-^\^    y.  Snatch'd  the  leaji  morsel  from  the  starving  mouth  ; 
Tore  from  cold  wintry  limbs  the  tatter'd  weed ; 

370  Even  robb'd  them  of  the  last  of  comforts,  Sleep  ; 
The  free-boi'n  Briton  to  the  dungeon  chain'd. 
Or,  as  the  lust  of  cruelty  prevail'd. 
At  pleasure  mark'd  him  with  inglorious  stripes  ; 
And  crush'd  out  lives,  by  secret  barbarous  ways, 
That  for  their  country  would  have  toil'd  or  bled. 
O  great  design  !  if  executed  well, 
With  patient  care,  and  wisdom -temper'd  zeal. 
Ye  sons  of  Mercy  !  yet  resume  the  search  ; 
Drag  forth  the  legal  monsters  into  light, 

380  Wrench  from  their  hands  Oppression's  iron  rod, 
And  bid  the  cruel  feel  the  pains  they  give. 
Much  still  untouch'd  remains  ;  in  this  rank  age, 
Much  is  the  Patriot's  weeding  hand  required. 
The  toils  of  law  (what  dark  insidious  men 
Have  cumbrous  added  to  perplex  the  truth, 
And  lengthen  simple  justice  into  trade), 
How  glorious  were  the  day  that  saw  these  broke. 
And  every  man  within  the  reach  of  right ! 
By  wintry  Famine  roused,  from  all  the  tract 

390  Of  horrid  mountains  which  the  shining  Alps, 
And  wavy  Apennines,  and  Pyrenees, 
Branch  out  stupendous  into  distant  lands, 
Cruel  as  death,  and  hungry  as  the  grave, 
Burning  for  blood,  bony,  and  gaunt,  and  grim, 
Assembling  Wolves  in  raging  troops  descend ; 
And,  pouring  o'er  the  country,  bear  along, 
Keen  as  the  north-wind  sweeps  the  glossy  snow. 
All  is  their  prize.     They  fasten  on  the  Steed, 
Press  him  to  earth,  and  pierce  his  mighty  heart. 

400  Nor  can  the  Bull  his  awful  front  defend. 
Or  shake  the  murdering  savages  away. 
Rapacious,  at  the  Mother's  throat  they  fly. 
And  tear  the  screaming  infant  from  her  breast. 
The  godlike  face  of  Man  avails  him  naught, 
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Even  Beauty,  force  divine  !  at  whose  bright  glance 

The  generous  lion  stands  in  soften'd  gaze, 

Here  bleeds,  a  hapless  undistinguish'd  prey. 

But  if,  apprised  of  the  severe  attack, 

The  country  be  shut  up,  lured  by  the  scent, 

410  On  churchyards  drear  (inhuman  to  relate  !) 
The  disappointed  prowlers  fall,  and  dig 
The  shrouded  body  from  the  grave  ;  o'er  which, 
Mix'd  with  foul  shades,  and  frighted  ghosts,  they  howl. 

Among  those  hilly  regions  where,  embraced 
In  peaceful  vales,  the  happy  Grisons  dwell, 
Oft,  rushing  sudden  from  the  loaded  cliffs. 
Mountains  of  Snow  their  gathering  terrors  roll.. 
From  steep  to  steep,  loud-thundering,  down  they  come, 
A  wintry  waste  in  dire  commotion  all ; 

420  And  herds,  and  flocks,  and  travellers,  and  swains. 
And  sometimes  whole  brigades  of  marching  troops, 
Or  hamlets,  sleeping  in  the  dead  of  night. 
Are  deep  beneath  the  smothering  ruin  whelm'd. 

Now,  all  amid  the  rigours  of  the  year, 
In  the  wild  depth  of  Winter,  while,  without. 
The  ceaseless  winds  blow  ice,  be  my  Retreat 
Between  the  groaning  forest  and  the  shore, 
Beat  by  the  boundless  multitude  of  waves, 
A  rural,  shelter'd,  solitary  scene  ; 

430  Where  ruddy  fire  and  beaming  tapers  join 

To  cheer  the  gloom.     There  studious  let  me  sit, 
And  hold  high  converse  with  the  mighty  Dead  ; 
Sages  of  ancient  time,  as  gods  revered, 
As  gods  beneficent,  who  bless'd  mankind 
With  arts,  and  arms,  and  humanized  a  world. 
Roused  at  the  inspiring  thought,  I  throw  aside 
The  long-lived  Volume ;  and,  deep-musing,  hail 
The  sacred  Shades  that,  slowly  rising,  pass 
Before  my  wondering  eyes.     First  Socrates,  )^ 

440  Who,  firmly  good  in  a  corrupted  State, 
Against  the  rage  of  tyrants  single  stood. 
Invincible ;  calm  Reason's  holy  law. 
That  Voice  of  God  within  the  attentive  mind. 
Obeying,  fearless,  or  in  life,  or  death  : 
Great  moral  teacher  !  Wisest  of  Mankind  ! 
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Solon  the  next,  who  built  his  common  weal 
On  Equity's  wide  base ;  by  tender  laws 
A  lively  people  curbing,  yet  undamp'd 
Preserving  still  that  quick  peculiar  fire,, 

450  Whence  in  the  laurell'd  field  of  finer  arts 

And  of  bold  freedom,  they  unequall'd  shone — 

The  pride  of  smiling  Greece,  and  human-kind. 

Lycurgus  then,  who  bow'd  beneath  the  force    • 

Of  strictest  Discipline,  severely  wise. 

All  human  passions.     Following  him,  I  see, 

As  at  Thermopybe  he  glorious  fell. 

The  firm  devoted  chief,  who  proved  by  deeds 

The  hardest  lesson  which  the  other  taught. 

Then  Aristides  lifts  his  honest  front ; 

460  Spotless  of  heart,  to  whom  the  unfiattering  voice 
Of  Freedom  gave  the  noblest  name  of  Just ; 
In  pure  majestic  Poverty  revered  ; 
Who,  even  his  glory  to  his  country's  weal 
Submitting,  swell'd  a  haughty  Rival's  fame. 
Rear'd  by  his  care,  of  softer  ray  appears 
Cimon,  sweet  soul'd  ;   whose  Genius,  rising  strong, 
Shook  off"  the  load  of  young  debauch  ;  abroad 
The  scourge  af  Persian  pride,  at  home  the  friend 
Of  every  worth  and  every  splendid  art ; 

470  Modest  and  simple  in  the  pomp  of  wealth. 
Then  the  last  worthies  of  declining  Greece, 
Late  call'd  to  glory,  in  unequal  times, 
Pensive  appear.     The  fair  Corinthian  boast, 
Timoleon,  temper'd  happy,  mild,  and  firm. 
Who  wept  the  Brother  while  the  Tyrant  bled  : 
And,  equal  to  the  best,  the  Theban  Pair, 
Whose  virtues,  in  heroic  concord  join'd 
Their  country  raised  to  freedom,  empire,  fame. 
He,  too,  with  whom  Athenian  honour  sunk, 

480  And  left  a  mass  of  sordid  lees  behind — 
Phocion  the  Good ;  in  public  life  severe. 
To  virtue  still  inexorably  firm  ; 
But  when,  beneath  his  low  illustrious  roof. 
Sweet  Peace  and  happy  Wisdom  smooth'd  his  brow, 
Xot  friendship  softer  was,  nor  Love  more  kind  : 
And  he,  the  last  of  old  Lycurgus'  sons, 


57 

The  generous  victim  to  that  vain  attempt 
To  save  a  rotten  state,  Agis,  who  saw 
Even  Sparta's  self  to  servile  averice  sunk. 

490  The  two  Achaian  heroes  close  the  train  : 
Aratus,  who  awhile  relumed  the  soul 
Of  fondly  lingering  liberty  in  Greece  ; 
And  he,  her  darling,  as  her  latest  hope, 
The  gallant  Philopcemen  ;  who  to  arms 
Turn'd  the  luxurious  pomp  he  could  not  cure  ; 
Or  toiling  in  his  farm,  a  simple  swain ; 
Or,  bold  and  skilful,  thundering  in  the  field, 
Of  rougher  front,  a  mighty  People  come, 
A  race  of  Heroes  !  in  those  virtuous  times 

•500  Which  knew  no  stain,  save  that  with  partial  flame 
Their  dearest  country  they  too  fondly  loved. 
Her  better  Founder  first,  the  light  of  Rome, 
Numa,  who  softened  her  rapacious  sons  : 
Servius  the  king,  who  laid  the  solid  base 
On  which  o'er  earth  the  vast  republic  spread. 
Then  the  great  consuls  venerable  rise  : 
The  public  Father  who  the  private  quell'd. 
As  on  the  dread  tribunal  sternly  sad  ; 
He  whom  his  thankless  country  could  not  lose, 

510  Camillus,  only  vengeful  to  her  foes  ; 

Fabricius,  scorner  of  all-conquering  gold  ; 
And  Cincinnatus,  awful  from  the  plough  ; 
Thy  willing  victim,  Carthage,  bursting  loose. 
From  all  that  pleading  Nature  could  oppose, 
From  a  whole  city's  tears,  by  rigid  faith 
Imperious  call'd,  and  honour's  dire  command  ; 
Scipio,  the  gentle  chief,  humanely  brave, 
Who  soon  the  race  of  spotless  glory  ran. 
And,  warm  in  youth,  to  the  poetic  shade, 

520  With  Friendship  and  Philosophy  retired  ; 
Tully,  whose  powerful  eloquence  awhile 
Restrain'd  the  rapid  fate  of  rushing  Rome  ; 
XJnconquer'd  Cato,  virtuous  in  extreme  ; 
And  thou,  unhappy  Brutus,  kind  of  heart, 
Whose  steady  arm,  by  awful  virtue  urged, 
Lifted  the  Roman  steel  against  thy  friend. 
Thousands  besides,  the  tribute  of  a  verse 


Demand  ;  but  who  can  count  the  stars  of  Heaven  ? 
M^ho  sing  their  influence  on  this  lower  world  1 

530       Behold,  who  yonder  comes  !  in  sober  state, 
Fair,  mild,  and  strong,  as  is  a  vernal  sun  : 
'Tis  Phfebus'  self,  or  else  the  Mantuan  Swain  ! 
Great  Homer  too  appears,  of  daring  wing, 
Parent  of  Song  !  and,  equal  by  his  side, 
The  British  Muse  :  join'd  hand  in  hand  they  walk, 
Darkling,  full  up  the  middle  steep  to  fame. 
Not  absent  are  those  shades  whose  skilful  touch 
Pathetic  drew  the  impassion'd  heart,  and  charm'd 
Transported  Athens  with  the  moral  scene  ; 

540  Nor  those  who,  tuneful,  waked  the  enchanting  lyre. 
First  of  your  kind  !  society  divine  ! 
Still  visit  thus  my  nights,  for  you  reserved. 
And  mount  my  soaring  Soul  to  thoughts  like  yours. 
Silence,  thou  lonely  power  !  the  door  be  thine  ! 
See  on  the  hallow'd  hour  that  none  intrude. 
Save  a  few  chosen  friends,  who  sometimes  deign 
To  bless  my  humble  roof,  with  Sense  refined, 
Learning  digested  well,  exalted  Faith, 
Unstudied  Wit,  and  Humour  ever  gay. 

550  Or  from  the  Muses,  hill  will  Pope  descend, 
To  raise  the  sacred  hour,  to  bid  it  smile. 
And  with  the  social  spirit  warm  the  heart  1 
For,  though  not  sweeter  his  own  Homer  sings, 
Yet  is  his  life  the  more  endearing  song. 

Where  art  thou,  Hammond  ?  thou,  the  darling  pride, 
The  friend  and  lover  of  the  tuneful  throng. 
Ah  why,  dear  Youth,  in  all  the  blooming  prime 
Of  vernal  genius,  where  disclosing  fast 
Each  active  worth,  each  manly  virtue  lay, 

560  Why  wert  thou  ravish'd  from  our  hope  so  soon  1 
What  now  avails  that  noble  thirst  of  Fame 
Which  stung  thy  fervent  breast  ?  that  treasured  store 
Of  Knowledge,  early  gained  1  that  eager  Zeal 
To  serve  thy  country,  glowing  in  the  band 
Of  youthful  Patriots,  who  sustain  her  name  ? 
What  now,  alas  !  that  life-diffusing  charm 
Of  sprightly  Wit  1  that  rapture  for  the  Muse, 
That  heart  of  Friendship,  and  that  soul  of  Joy, 
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Which  bade  with  softest  light  thy  virtues  smile  1 
570  Ah  !  only  show'd  to  check  our  fond  pursuits, 

And  teach  our  humbled  hopes  that  life  is  vain  ! 
Thus  in  some  deep  retirement  would  I  pass 

The  winter-glooms,  with  friends  of  pliant  soul, 

Or  blithe,  or  solemn,  as  the  theme  inspired  : 

With  them  would  search,  if  Nature's  boundless  frame 

Was  call'd,  late-rising,  from  the  void  of  night, 

Or  sprung  eternal  from  the  Eternal  Mind  j 
''     Its  life,  its  laws,  its  progress,  and  its  end. 
ci/-^. u^'Gence  larger  prospects  of  the  beauteous  whole 

580  Would,  gradual,  open  on  our  opening  minds  ; 
^yk^^i^And  each  diffusive  harmony  unite 

In  full  perfection,  to  the  astonish'd  eye. 

Then  would  we  try  to  scan  the  moral  World,  /        ^ 

Which,  though  to  us  it  seems  embroil'd,  moves  on    C^'T^W^^'*'^*'*^ 

In  higher  order  ;    fitted  and  impell'd  I,tZji.o 

By  Wisdom's  finest  hand,  and  issuing  all     /^^^"^^'yZ.       J^ 

In  general  good.     The  sage  historic  .l^luse     ""  '•    ■-■    '"^/y,  a- 

Should  next  conduct  us  through  the  deeps  of  Time  :  '^  /m-m^uvCI.^ 

Show  us  how  empire  grew,  declined,  and  fell,  -   itS^ 

590  In  scattgr'd  states  ;   what  makes  the  nations  smile,  / 

Improves  their  soil,  and  gives  them  double^ns  ;  ^■i^vx^ 

And  why  they  pine  beneath  the  brightest  skies,  ^  , 

In  Nature's  richest  lap.     As  thus  we  talk'd,  f\        tJiJL      <*v%. 

Our  Hearts  would  burn  within  us,  would  inhaJe  •-^9^  *' 

That  portion  of  divinity,  that  ray 

Of  purest  Heaven,  which  lights  the  public  soul 

Of  patriots  and  of  heroes.     But  if  doom'd, 

In  powerless  humble  Fortune,  to  repress 

These  ardent  risings  of  the  kindling  soul  ; 
600  Then,  even  superior  to  ambition,  we 

Would  learn  the  private  Virtues  :  how  to  glide 

Through  shades  and  plains,  along  the  smoothest  stream 

Of  rural  Life ;  or  snatch'd  away  by  hope, 

Through  the  dim  spaces  of  futurity 

With  earnest  eye  anticipate  those  Scenes 

Of  happiness  and  wonder,  where  the  mind, 

In  endless  growth  and  infinite  ascent, 

Rises  from  state  to  state,  and  world  to  world. 

But,  when  with  these  the  serious  thought  is  foil'd. 
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610  We,  shifting  for  relief,  would  play  the  shapes 
Of  frolic  fancy  ;  and  incessant  form 
Those  rapid  pictures,  that  assembled  train 
Of  fleet  ideas,  never  join'd  before, 
Whence  lively  Wit  excites  to  gay  surprise  ; 
Or  folly-painting  Humour,  grave  himself, 
Calls  Laughter  forth,  deep-shaking  every  nerve. 
,  ,    Meantime  the  village  rouses  up  the  lire  ; 

^„'^f^^^^4J.i>^h.\\G  well  attested,  and  as  well  believed,  -       ^Jtri*i 

Heard  solemn7  goes  the  Goblin  Story  round,    ^  p^ 

620  Till  superstitious  horror  creeps  o  er  all. 
rMJ.<i .  '  '  f  u  SiiMwOr,  frequent  in  the  sounding  hall,  they  wake 

cl^'tl  4<\f-f      The  rural  Gambol.     Rustic  Mirth  goes  round  : 
'^*  ^   "  The  SHuple  joke  that  takes  the  shepherd's  heart, 

Easily  pleased  ;  the  long  loud  laugh,  sincere  ;         A    L    '        '/ 
,    The  kiss,  snatch'd  hasty  from  the  side-long  maid,  fc(»*Tl*n  <;  4"7-— 
^^yr>ieUn  QjjL^urpose  guardless,  or  pretending  sleep  ;  */ 

"^      'f  •    The  leap,  the  slap,  the  haul  ;  and,  shook  to  notes  , 
l)A4r<H  (:  Qf  na^'e  music,  the  respondent  dance.     .i-n<  ."•">-*•«  0^ 
fiMX'i  !r^/,V,'Thus  jocund  flegts  with  ihem  the  Winter-night. 
^630'  .A  .The  City  swarms  intense.     The  public ^h^aunt, 
v^aI  *«*•'-"  j'ull  of  each  theme,  an"?  warm  with  mix'd  discourse,     ■■  ^r^-.- 

^,      Hums  indistinct.     The  sons  of  riot  flow  ^ 

IfjCUtJ^J  ^>-t*-  Down  the  loose  stream  of  false  enchanted  joy. 
To  swift  destruction.     On  the  rankled  soul 
The  gaming  fury  falls ;  and  in  one  gulf 
Of  total  ruin,  honour,  virtue,  peace, 
Friends,  families,  and  fortune,  headlong  sink. 
/!        J   Up-springs  the  Dance  along  the  lighted  dome, 
■ -^k  (Xmx   Mix'd  and  evolved  a  thousand  sprightly  ways.  .  v^ 

()40  The  glittering  court  eflfuses  every  pomp  ; 

The  circle  deepens  ;  beam'd  from  gaudy  robes. 
Tapers,  and  sparkling  gems,  and  radiant  eyes,       / 
A  soft  eflfulgence  o'er  the  palace  waves  ;    j,'  4  '  '^  ^**^- 
While,  a  gay  Insect  in  his  summer-shine,  •       yv 

The  fop,  light-fluttering,  spreads  his  mealy  wings.  ':■-    '  '"  ?:"' 
I        y     X  Dread  o'er  the  scene,  the  ghost  of  Immlet  stalks; 
'■'\  '  rt\ vO^jgllo  rages  ;  poor  Monimia  mourns ^^)^^^^^ 
>And  Beljidera  pours  heT  soul  in  love.  J 

Terror  alarms  the  breast ;  the  comely  tear 
€50  Steals  o'er  the  cheek  :  or  else  the  Comic  Muse 
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Holds  to  the  world  a  picture  of  itself,  /    '  fijh^  (^\0J^''^ <• 

And  raises  sly  the  fair  impartial  lau^h.     w/'t/'t-'*'^'^^ 


And  raises  sly  the  fair  impartial     

Sometimes  she  lifts  her  strain,  and  paints  the  scenes 
Of  beauteous  life  ;  whate'er  can  deck  mankind 


Or  charm  the  heart,  in  generous  Bevil  show'd.  "^     7 

VIA    .       I  O  Thou,  whose  wisdom,  solid  yet  refined,  .<-  '-  '  ^  ■ .'.    j?.^ 

^•\i^  Whose  patriot-virtues,  and  consummate  skill  ^  v'ih^ 

To  touch  the  finer  springs  thaF'move  the  world,   ^  -■*>*-»-. 

.  v^*/ Join'd  to  whate'er  the  Grraces  can  bestow, 

ft^Dv^And  all  Apollo's  animating  fire,     '  '  * 

lAA/m^  Qjve  thee,  with  pleasing  dignity  to  shine  i^ 

^^^Ia^  At  once  the  guardian,  ornament,  and  joy  /. 

5,-WWV>^Qj  polish'd  life  ;  permit  the  rural  Muse,       ,  ,  ^  /"^  *^^*';, 

y     O  Chesterfield  !  to  grace  witlTtliee  her  song  !     "^i^Ct^  yt- 
f^   \)jr  Ere  to  the  shades  again  she  humbly  flies,  ^-f-^ 

^^f^jTt    Indulge  her  f^d  ambition,  in  thy  train 
K^  it    (I'^or  every  Muse  has  in  thy  train  a  place) 

To  mark  thy  various  full-accomplished  mind  : 
To  mark  that  spirit,  which,  with  British  scorn, 
670  Rejects  the  allurements  of  corrupted  power  ; 
.  That  elegant  politeness,  which  excels,  /       ^/^^^^^^  j/wv 

^Jii£u  i^d  E^en  in  the  judgment  of  presumptuous  Erance,  rJ**^\fp^   '->^^4i- 
(/  The  boasted  manners  of  her  shining  court  :         A£*fv»' j 


That  wit,  the  vivid  energy  of  sense,  ^/1   *•'    '» 

Utic  point,  ^iZJiu^^^ 
And  kind,  well-temper'd  satire,  smoothly  keen, 


The  truth  of  Nature,  which,  with  Attic  point. 


Steals  through  the  soul,  and  without  pain  corrects. 
Or,  rising  thence  with  yet  a  brighter  Flame, 
O  let  me  hail  tliee  on  some  glorious  day, 
680  When  to  the  listening  senate,  ardent,  crowd 
Britannia's  sons  to  hear  her  pleaded  cause. 
Then,  dress'd  by  thee,  more  amiably  fair, 
Truth  the  soft  robe  of  mild  persuasion  wears  ; 
Thou  to  assenting  reason  giv'st  again 
^^^.j^^     Her  own  enlighten'd  thoughts  ;  call'd  from  the  heart,, 
v/  /t^L^The  obedient  passions  on  thy  voice  attend  ; 
^7  And  even  reluctant  Pactj  feels  awhile 

Thy  gracious  power,  as  through  the  varied  maze 
Of  eloquence,  now  smooth,  now  quick,  now  strong, 
690  Profound  and  clear,  you  roll  the  copious  flood. 
To  thy  loved  haunt  return,  my  happy  Muse  ; 
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For  now,  behold,  the  joyous  Winter  days, 
Frosty,  succeed  ;  and  through  the  blue  serene. 
^       Ji.  T'/j^fll  ^^^  sight  too  fine,  the  ethereal  Nitre  flies  ;  -lTi'e-<Ot^^ 
^"''*^'  Killing  infectious  damps,  and  the  spent  air  ^ 

0****^  •  Storing  af resirwith  elemental  life. 

^*^/'/  "c^'  '  </"    Close  crowds  the  shining  Atmosphere  ;  and  binds 
\tl>.t        ^^^  strengthened  bodies  in  its  cold  embrace. 
Constringent  ;  feeds  and  animates  our  blood  ■ 


i^H^KtyQO  Refines  our  spirits,  through  the  new-strung  nerves, 
.^     In  swifter  sallies  darting  to  the  brain, 

SlXJ^jLi^^'  Where  sits  the  soul,  intense,  collected,  cool. 
Bright  as  the  skies,  and  as  the  season  keen. 
All  Nature  feels  the  renovating  force     u.-^  ^<-^  'ji'/}^ 
Of  Winter,  only  to  the  thoughtless  eye  M  ^ti^jjJLi 

In  ruin  seen.     The  frost-concocted  Gjebe  ^'''^V^'*'**'*'^ 
Draws  in  abundant  vegetable  soul,   ^  ,  ^  ^  '^ 
And  gathers  vigour  for  the  coming  year  ;  ^ 

A  stronger  glow  sits  on  the  lively  cheek  h    ^  ^TFSiru^ 

dU^h    710  Of  ruddy  fire  ;  and  lucukjit  along  .JUKlfl^  <>t«'**'**^*^ 
The  purer  Rivers  flow,  their  sullen  deeps, 
Transparent,  open  to  the  shepherd's  gaze. 
And  murmur  hoarser  at  the  fixing  frost.J||r 

What  art  thou.  Frost  %  and  whence  are  thy  keen  stores 


JiltfMiJ^ 


J   ^      Derived,  thou  secret  all-invading  Power, 


'  \Whom  even  the  illusive  fluid  cannot  fly  1 
Is  not  thy  potent  energy,  unseen, 
Myriads  of  little  salts,  or  hook'd,  or  shaped        jfitj/JiF^ 
Like  double  wedges,  and  diffused  immense    ^  y/l      % 

.^',^1     720  Through  water,  earth,  and  ether?     Hence  at  eve,  /^*'>^   i-fu^u, 
Steam'd  eager  from  the  red  horizon  round,  ^ 

With  the  fierce  rage  of  Winter  deep  suffused. 
An  icy  Gale,  oft  shifting,  o'er  the  pool 
Breathes  a  blue  film,  and  in  its  mid  career 

-^■"■"f  if'-^^'^'Arrests  the  bickering  stream.  yThe  loosened  Ice, 
tv.i..  «     'Let  down  the  3ood,  and  half  dissolved  by  day, 
Eustles  no  more ;  but  to  the  sedgy  bank 
Fast  grows,  or  gathers  round  the  pointed  stone, 
A  crystal  pavement,  by  the  breath  of  Heaven 
730  Cemented  firm ;  till,  seized  from  shore  to  shore, 

The  whole  imprison'd  river  growls  below.  '     ;) 

Loud  rings  the  frozen  Earth,  and,  hard,  reflects  Qaa^^^  '^^  '^- 
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V  toTA-^A  double  noise  ;  while,  at  his  evening  Watch,  ■     /^       CL*^^^ 
^         The  village  Dog  deters  the  nightly  thief  •^.psyi^^Jjft^'^  ^7/ 

The  Heifer  lows ;  the  distant  Water-fall  ,'     ^    -^  ^-^f^ 

Swells  in  the  breeze ;  and,  with  the  hasty  Tread 

Of  traveller,  the  hollow-sounding  Plain 

Shakes  from  afar.y   The  full  Ether^aJJB,Qund, 

Infinite  worlds  disclosing  to  the  view, 
740  Shines  out  intensely  keen ;  and,  all  one  cope 

Of  Starry  glitter,  glows  from  pole  to  pole. 

From  pole  to  pole  the  rigid  Influence  falls. 

Through  the  still  night,  incessant^  heavy,  strong. 

And  seizes  Nature  fast.     It  freezes  on  ; 

Till  Morn,  late  rising  o'er  the  drooping  world, 

Lifts  her  pale  Eye  unjoyous.     Then  appears 

The  various  labour  of  the  silent  Night : 

Prone  from  the  dripping  eave,  and  dumb  cascade, 

Whose  idle  torrents  only  seem  to  roar, 
750  The  pendent  Icicle  ;  the  Frost-work  fair, 

Where  transient  hues,  and  fancied  figures  rise  ; 

Wide-spouted  o'er  the  hill,  the  frozen  Brook, 

A  livid  tract,  cold-gleaming  on  the  morn  \ 

The  Forest  bent  beneath  the  plumy  wave ; 

And,  by  the  frost  refined,  the  whiter  Snow, 

Incrusted  hard,  and  sounding  to  the  Tread 

Of  early  Shepherd,  as  he  pensive  seeks 

His  pining  flock,  or  from  the  mountain  Top, 

Pleased  with  the  slippery  surface,  swift  descends. 
760       On  blithesome  frolics  bent,  the  youthful  Swains, 

While  every  work  of  man  is  laid  at  rest. 

Fond  o'er  the  river  crowd,  in  various  sport 

And  revelry  dissolved  ;  where  mixing  glad, 

Happiest  of  all  the  train,  the  raptured  Boy 

Lashes  the  whirling  top.     Or,  where  the  Rhine 

Branch'd  out  in  many  a  long  canal  extends. 

From  every  province  swarming,  void  of  care, 

Batavia  rushes  forth  ;  and  as  they  sweep. 

On  sounding  Skates,  a  thousand  different  ways, 
770  In  circling  poise,  swift  as  the  winds,  along, 

The  then  gay  land  is  madden'd  all  to  joy. 

Nor  less  the  northern  Courts,  wide  o'er  the  snow. 

Pour  a  new  pomp.     Eager,  on  rapid  Sleds, 
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Their  vigourons  youth  in  bold  contention  wheel 
The  long-resounding  course.     Meantime  to  raise 
The  manly  strife,  with  highly-blooming  charms, 
Flush'd  by  the  season,  Scandinavia's  Dames, 
Or  Russia's  buxom  Daughters,  glow  around.*^ 
Pure,  quick,  and  sportful,  is  the  wholesome  Day  ; 

780  But  soon  elapsed.     The  horizontal  Sun, 

Broad  o'er  the  south,  hangs  at  his  utmost  noon. 

And  ineffectual  sti'ikes  the  gelid  cliff: 

His  azure  gloss  the  mountain  still  maintains, 

Nor  feels  the  feeble  touch.     Perhaps  the  Vale 

Relents  awhile  to  the  reflected  ray  ; 

Or  from  the  forest  falls  the  clustered  Snow, 

Myriads  of  gems,  that  in  the  waving  gleam 

Gay-twinkle  as  they 'scatter.     Thick  around 

Thunders  the  sport  of  those  who,  with  the  gun, 

790  And  dog  impatient  bounding  at  the  shot, 
Worse  than  the  Season,  desolate  the  fields ; 
And,  adding  to  the  ruins  of  the  year, 
Distress  the  footed  or  the  feather'd  game. 

But  what  is  this  ?     Our  infant  Winter  sinks, 
Divested  of  his  grandeur,  should  our  eye 
Astonish'd  shoot  into  the  frigid  zone ; 
Where,  for  relentless  months,  continual  Night 
Holds  o'er  the  glittering  waste  her  starry  reign. 
There,  through  the  prison  of  unbounded  wilds, 

800  Barr'd  by  the  hand  of  Nature  from  escape. 

Wide  roams  the  Russian  exile.     Nought  around 

Strikes  his  sad  eye,  but  deserts  lost  in  Snow, 

And  heavy-loaded  groves,  and  solid  floods 

That  stretch,  athwart  the  solitary  vast, 

Their  icy  horrors  to  the  frozen  main ; 

And  cheerless  towns  far  distant,  never  bless'd, 

Save  when  its  annual  course  the  Caravan 

Bends  to  the  golden  coast  of  rich  Cathay, 

With  news  of  human-kind.     Yet  there  Life  glows  ; 

810  Yet  cherish'd  there,  beneath  the  shining  waste, 
The  furry  nations  harbour  :  tipp'd  with  jet, 
Fair  ermines,  spotless  as  the  snows  they  press ; 
Sables,  of  glossy  black  ;  and  dark-embrowned, 
Or  beauteous  freak'd  with  many  a  mingled  hue, 
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Thousands  besides,  the  costly  pride  of  courts. 
There,  warm  together  press'd,  the  trooping  deer 
Sleep  on  the  new-fallen  Snows ;  and,  scarce  his  head 
Raised  o'er  the  heapy  wreath,  the  branching  elk 
Lies  slumbering  sullen  in  the  white  abyss. 
820  The  ruthless  Hunter  wants  nor  dogs  nor  toils. 
Nor  with  the  dread  of  sounding  bows  he  drives 
The  fearful,  flying  race ;  with  ponderous  clubs. 
As,  weak,  against  the  mountain-heaps  they  push 
Their  beating  breast  in  vain,  and  piteous  bray, 
He  lays  them  quivering  on  the  ensanguined  snows, 
And  with  loud  shouts  rejoicing  bears  them  home. 
There,  through  the  piny  forests,  half  absorpt, 
Rough  tenant  of  these  shades,  the  shapeless  Bear, 
With  dangling  ice  all  horrid,  stalks  forlorn  ; 
830  Slow-paced,  and  sourer  as  the  storms  increase. 
He  makes  his  bed  beneath  the  inclement  drift. 
And,  with  stern  patience,  scorning  weak  complaint. 
Hardens  his  heart  against  assailing  want. 
Wide  o'er  the  spacious  regions  of  the  north, 
That  sees  Bootes  urge  his  tardy  wain, 
A  boisterous  race,  by  frosty  Oaurus  pierced. 
Who  little  pleasure  know  and  fear  no  pain, 
Prolific  swarm.     They  once  relumed  the  flame 
Of  lost  Mankind  in  polish'd  slavery  sunk  ; 
840  Drove  martial  horde  on  horde,  with  dreadful  sweep, 
Resistless  rushing  o'er  the  enfeebled  south. 
And  gave  the  vanquish'd  World  another  form. 
Not  such  the  sons  of  Lapland  :  wisely  they 
Despise  the  insensate  barbarous  trade  of  war ; 
They  ask  no  more  than  simple  Nature  gives  ;  ' 

They  love  their  mountains,  and  enjoy  their  storms. 
No  false  Desires,  no  pride-created  Wants, 
Disturb  the  peaceful  current  of  their  time  ; 
And,  through  the  restless  ever  tortured  maze 
850  Of  pleasure,  or  ambition,  bid  it  rage. 

Their  Raindeer  form  their  riches.     These  their  tents. 
Their  robes,  their  beds,  and  all  their  homely  wealth 
Supply,  their  wholesome  fare,  and  cheerful  cups. 
Obsequious  at  their  call,  the  docile  tribe 
Yield  to  the  sled  their  necks,  and  whirl  them  swift 
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O'er  hill  and  dale,  heap'd  into  one  expanse 
Of  marbled  snow,  or  far  as  eye  can  sweep 
With  a  blue  crust  of  ice  unbounded  glazed. 
By  dancing  Meteors  then,  that  ceaseless  shake 

860  A  waving  blaze  refracted  o'er  the  heavens, 

And  vivid  Moons,  and  Stars  that  keener  play 
With  double  lustre  from  the  radiant  waste, 
Even  in  the  depth  of  polar  Night  they  find 
A  wondrous  Day — enough  to  light  the  Chase, 
Or  guide  their  daiing  steps  to  Finland  fairs. 
Wish'd  Spring  returns  ;   and,  from  the  hazy  south, 
While  dim  Aurora  slowly  moves  before, 
The  welcome  Sun,  just  verging  up  at  first, 
By  small  degrees  extends  the  swelling  curve  ; 

870  Till  seen  at  last  for  gay  rejoicing  months, 

Still  round  and  round  his  spiral  course  he  winds. 
And  as  he  nearly  dips  his  flaming  Orb, 
Wheels  up  again,  and  reascends  the  sky. 
In  that  glad  Season,  from  the  lakes  and  floods. 
Where  pure  Niemi's  fairy  mountains  rise, 
And,  fringed  with  roses,  Tenglio  rolls  his  stream, 
They  draw  the  copious  fry.      With  these,  at  eve. 
They,  cheerful,  loaded  to  their  Tents  repair  ; 
Where,  all  day  long  in  useful  cares  employ'd, 

880  Their  kind  unblemish'd  wives  the  fire  prepare. 
Thrice  happy  Race  !  by  poverty  secured 
From  legal  plunder  and  rapacious  power  ; 
In  whom  fell  interest  never  yet  has  sown 
The  seeds  of  vice ;  whose  spotless  swains  ne'er  knew 
Injurious  deed,  nor,  blasted  by  the  breath 
Of  faithless  love,  their  blooming  daughters  woe. 

Still  pressing  on,  beyond  Tornea's  lake. 
And  Hecla  flaming  through  a  waste  of  snow, 
And  farthest  Greenland,  to  the  pole  itself, 

890  Where,  failing  gradual,  life  at  length  goes  out, 
The  Muse  expands  her  solitary  flight ; 
And,  hovering  o'er  the  wild  stupendous  scene, 
Beholds  new  seas  beneath  another  sky. 
Throned  in  his  Palace  of  cerculean  ice. 
Here  Winter  holds  his  unrejoicing  court ; 
And  through  his  airy  hall  the  loud  misrule 
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Of  driving  tempest  is  for  ever  heard  ; 
Here  the  grim  Tyrant  meditates  his  wrath  ; 
Here  arms  his  winds  with  all-subduing  frost ; 
900  Moulds  his  fierce  hail,  and  treasures  up  his  snows, 
With  which  he  now  oppresses  half  the  globe. 

Thence  winding  Eastward  to  the  Tai^tar's  coast, 
She  sweeps  the  howling  margin  of  the  Main ; 
Where  undissolving,  from  the  first  of  time, 
Snows  swell  on  snows  amazing  to  the  sky  ; 
And  icy  mountains,  high  on  mountains  piled, 
Seem  to  the  shivering  sailor  from  afar 
Shapeless  and  white,  an  atmosphere  of  clouds. 
Projected  huge  and  horrid,  o'er  the  surge, 
910  Alps  frown  on  Alps  ;  or  rushing  hideous  down, 
As  if  old  Chaos  was  again  return'd, 
Wide-rend  the  deep,  and  shake  the  solid  pole. 
Ocean  itself  no  longer  can  resist 
The  binding  fury  :  but,  in  all  its  rage 
Of  tempest  shaken  by  the  boundless  frost. 
Is  many  a  fathom  to  the  bottom  chain'd. 
And  bid  to  roar  no  more  :  a  bleak  expanse, 
Shagg'd  o'er  with  wavy  rocks,  cheerless,  and  void 
Of  every  life,  that  from  the  dreary  months 
920  Flies  conscious  southward.     Miserable  they, 
Who,  here  entangled  in  the  gathering  ice, 
Take  their  last  look  of  the  descending  sun  ; 
While,  full  of  death,  and  fierce  with  tenfold  frost. 
The  long,  long  night,  incumbent  o'er  their  heads, 
Falls  horrible.     Such  was  the  Briton's  fate, 
As  with  first  prow  (what  have  not  Britons  dared  !) 
He  for  the  passage  sought,  attempted  since 
So  much  in  vain,  and  seeming  to  be  shut 
By  jealous  Nature  with  eternal  bars. 
yob  in  these  fell  regions,  in  Arzina  caught-, 
"TLnd  to  the  stony  deep  his  idle  ship 
Immediate  seal'd,  he,  with  his  hapless  crew, 
•Each  full  exerted  at  his  several  task, 
Froze  into  statues  ;  to  the  cordage  glued 

The  sailor,  and  the  pilot  to  the  helm. 

"""^^  Hard  by  these  shores,  where  scarce  his  freezing  stream 
Rolls  the  wild  Oby,  live  the  last  of  men  ; 
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And,  half-enliven'd  by  the  distant  sun, 
That  rears  and  ripens  man,  as  well  as  plants, 

940  Here  Human  Nature  wears  its  rudest  form. 
Deep  from  the  piercing  Season  sunk  in  caves, 
Here  by  dull  fires,  and  with  unjoyous  cheer, 
They  waste  the  tedious  gloom.     Immersed  in  furs. 
Doze  the  gross  race  :  nor  sprightly  jest,  nor  song, 
Nor  tenderness,  they  know  ;  nor  aught  of  life. 
Beyond  the  kindred  bears  that  stalk  without  : 
Till  morn  at  length,  her  roses  drooping  all. 
Sheds  a  long  twilight  brightening  o'er  their  fields, 
And  calls  the  quiver'd  savage  to  the  chase, 

950       What  cannot  active  Government  perform, 

New-moulding  man  ]     Wide-stretching  from  these  shores, 

A  People  savage  from  remotest  time, 

A  huge  neglected  empire,  one  vast  Mind, 

By  Heaven  inspired,  from  Gothic  darkness  call'd. 

Immortal  Peter  !  first  of  monarchs  !  He 

His  stubborn  country  tamed,  her  rocks,  her  fens, 

Her  floods,  her  seas,  her  ill-submitting  sons ; 

And,  while  the  fierce  barbarian  he  subdued, 

To  more  exalted  soul  he  raised  the  man. 

960  Ye  shades  of  ancient  Heroes,  ye  wlio  toiled 
Through  long  successive  ages  to  build  up 
A  labouring  plan  of  state,  behold  at  once 
The  wonder  done  !  behold  the  matchless  Prince  ! 
Who  left  his  native  Throne,  where  reign'd  till  then 
A  mighty  shadow  of  unreal  power  ; 
Who  greatly  spurn'd  the  slothful  pomp  of  Courts ; 
And  roaming  every  land,  in  every  port 
His  sceptre  laid  aside,  with  glorious  hand 
Unwearied  plying  the  mechanic  tool, 

970  Gather'd  the  seeds  of  trade,  of  useful  arts. 
Of  civil  wisdom,  and  of  martial  skill. 
Charged  with  the  stores  of  Europe,  home  he  goes  t 
Then  Cities  rise  amid  the  illumined  waste ; 
O'er  joyless  deserts  smiles  the  rural  riegn  ;  • 

Far-distant  flood  to  flood  is  social  join'd  ; 
The  astonish'd  Euxine  hears  the  Baltic  roar ; 
Proud  Navies  ride  on  Seas  that  never  foam'd 
With  daring  keel  before  ;  and  Armies  stretch 
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Each  way  their  dazzling  files,  repressing  here 

980  The  frantic  Alexander  of  the  North, 

And  awing  there  stern  Othnian's  shrinking  sons. 
Sloth  flies  the  land,  and  Ignorance,  and  Vice, 
Of  old  dishonour  proud  :  it  glows  around, 
Taught  b)'^  the  Royal  hand  that  roused  the  whole. 
One  scene  of  arts,  of  arms,  of  rising  trade  : 
For  what  his  Wisdom  plann'd,  and  Power  enforced. 
More  potent  still,  his  great  Example  show'd. 

Muttering,  the  Winds  at  eve,  with  blunted  point, 
*   Blow  hollow-blustering  from  the  south.     Subdued, 

990  The  Frost  resolves  into  a  trickling  thaw. 

Spotted  the  Mountains  shine  ;  loose  Sleet  descends, 
And  floods  the  country  round.     The  Rivers  swell. 
Of  bonds  impatient.     Sudden  from  the  Hills, 
O'er  rocks  and  woods,  in  broad  brown  cataracts, 
A  thousand  snow-fed  torrents  shoot  at  once  ; 
And,  where  they  rush,  the  wide-resounding  plain 
Is  left  one  slimy  waste.     Those  sullen  Seas, 
That  wash'd  the  ungenial  pole,  will  rest  no  more 
Beneath  the  shackles  of  the  mighty  north  ; 

1000  But,  rousing  all  their  waves,  resistless  heave: 

And  hark  !  the  lengthening  Eoar  continuous  runs 

Athwart  the  rifted  deep  :  at  once  it  bursts, 

And  piles  a  thousand  Mountains  to  the  clouds. 

Ill  fares  the  Bark  with  trembling  wretches  charged. 

That,  toss'd  amid  the  floating  fragments,  moors 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  icy  isle. 

While  night  o'erwhelms  the  sea,  and  horror  looks 

More  horrible.      Can  human  force  endure 

The  assembled  mischiefs  that  beseige  them  round  ? 

1010  Heart-gnawing  hunger,  fainting  weariness. 

The  roar  of  winds  and  waves,  the  crush  of  ice, 

Now  ceasing,  now  renewed  with  louder  rage, 

And  in  dire  echoes  bellowing  round  the  main. 

More  to  embroil  the  deep.  Leviathan 

And  his  unwieldy  train,  in  dreadful  sport, 

Tempest  the  loosen'd  brine  ;  while,  through  the  gloom, 

Far  from  the  bleak  inhospitable  shore. 

Loading  the  winds,  is  heard  the  hungry  howl 

Of  famish'd  Monsters,  there  awaiting  wrecks. 
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1020  Yet  Providence,  that  ever-waking  eye, 
Looks  down  with  Pity  on  the  feeble  toil 
Of  mortals  lost  to  Hope,  and  lights  them  safe 
Through  all  this  dreary  labyrinth  of  fate. 

'Tis  done  ! — dread  Winter  spreads  his  latest  glooms, 
And  reigns,  tremendous,  o'er  the  conquer'd  year. 
How  dead  the  vegetable  kingdom  lies  ! 
How  dumb  the  tuneful  !  Horror  wide  extends 
His  desolate  domain.     Behold,  fond  Man  ! 
See  here  thy  pictured  Life  :  pass  some  few  years, 

1030  Thy  flowering  Spring,  thy  Summer's  ardent  strength, 
Thy  sober  Autumn  fading  into  age, 
And  pale,  concluding  Winter  comes  at  last, 
And  shuts  the  scene.     Ah  !  whither  now  are  fled 
Those  Dreams  of  greatness  ]  those  unsolid  Hopes 
Of  happiness  ?  those  longings  after  Fame  1 
Those  restless  Cares  ?  those  busy,  bustling  Days  1 
Those  gay-spent  festive  Nights  ?  those  veering  Thoughts  ? 
Lost  between  good  and  ill,  that  shared  thy  Life  ] 
All  now  are  vanish'd  !  Virtue  sole  survives — 

1040  Immortal,  never-failing  friend  of  man. 

His  gtiide  to  Happiness  on  high.     And  see  ! 
'Tis  come,  the  glorious  Morn  !    the  second  birth 
Of  heaven,  and  earth  !  Awakening  Nature  hears 
The  new  creating  word,  and  starts  to  life, 
In  every  heighten'd  form,  from  pain  and  death 
For  ever  free.     The  great  Eternal  Scheme, 
Involving  all,  and  in  a  perfect  whole 
Uniting,  as  the  prospect  wider  spreads. 
To  reason's  eye,  refined,  clears  up  apace. 

1050  Ye  vainly  wise  !  ye  blind  presumptuous !  now. 
Confounded  in  the  dust,  adore  that  Power 
And  Wisdom  oft  arraing'd  :  see  now  the  cause 
Why  unassuming  Worth  in  secret  lived. 
And  died  neglected  :  why  the  good  man's  share 
In  life  was  gall  and  bitterness  of  soul : 
Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pined 
In  starving  solitude  ;  while  Luxury 
In  palaces  lay  straining  her  low  thought 
To  form  unreal  wants  :  why  heaven-born  Truth, 

1060  And  Moderation  fair,  wore  the  red  marks 
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Of  Superstition's  scourge  :  why  licensed  Pain, 
That  cruel  spoiler,  that  embosom'd  foe, 
Embitter'd  all  our  bliss.     Ye  good,  distressed  ! 
Ye  noble  few  !  who  here  unbending  stands 
Beneath  life's  pressure,  yet  bear  up  awhile. 
And  what  your  bounded  view — which  only  saw 
A  little  part — deem'd  evil,  is  no  more  : 
The  storms  of  Wintry  Time  will  quickly  pass, 
1069  And  one  unbounded  Spring  encircle  all. 
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NOTES  TO  WINTER. 


Thomson  prefixed  a  Latin  motto  to  each  of  his  four  "  Seasons,"  except 
"  Autumn."    The  one  selected  for  "  Winter  "  is  : 

Horrida  Cano 
Bruma  gelu. 


*'  Winter  "  was  dedicated  to  the  Right  Honourable  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  in 
the  following  epistle,  which  is  said  to  have  been  written  by  Mallet, 
and  which  was  prefixed  to  the  first  five  editions  of  the  poem,  pub- 
lished between  1726  and  1728  : 

Sir, — The  Author  of  the  following  Poem  begs  leave  to  inscribe  this,  his 
first  performance,  to  your  name  and  patronage.  Unknown  himself,  and  only 
introduced  by  the  Muse,  he  yet  ventures  to  approach  you  with  a  modest 
cheerfulness  :  for,  whoever  attempts  to  excel  in  any  generous  art,  though 
he  comes  alone,  and  unregarded  by  the  world,  may  hope  for  your  notice  and 
esteem.  Happy,  if  I  can,  in  any  degree,  merit  this  good  fortune  :  as  every 
ornament  and  grace  of  polite  learning  is  yours,  your  single  approbation  will 
be  iny  fame. 

I  dare  not  indulge  my  heart  by  dwelling  on  your  public  character ;  on 
that  exalted  honour  and  integrity  which  distinguish  you  in  that  august 
assembly  where  you  preside,  that  unshaken  loyalty  to  your  sovereign,  that 
disinterested  concern  for  his  people,  which  shine  out,  united,  in  all  your 
behaviour,  and  finish  the  patriot.  I  am  conscious  of  my  want  of  strength 
and  skill  for  so  delicate  an  undertaking  ;  and  yet,  as  the  shepherd  in  nis 
cottage  may  feel  and  acknowledge  the  influence  of  the  sun  with  as  lively 
gratitude  as  the  great  man  in  his  palace,  even  I  may  be  allowed  to  publish 
my  sense  of  those  blessings  which,  from  so  many  powerful  virtues,  are 
derived  to  the  nation  they  adorn. 

I  conclude  with  saying  that  your  fine  discernment  and  humanity,  in 
your  private  capacity,  are  so  conspicuous  that,  if  this  address  is  not  received 
with  some  indulgence,  it  will  be  a  severe  conviction  that  what  I  have  written 
has  not  the  least  share  of  merit. 

I  am,  with  the  profoundest  respect. 
Sir, 
*  Your  most  devoted  and  most 

faithful  humble  servant. 

James  Thomson. 


To  the  second,  third  and  fourth  editions  of  "  Winter  "  was  added  also  the 
following  : 

Preface. 

I  am  neither  ignorant  nor  concerned  how  much  one  may  suffer  in  the 
opinion  of  several  persons  of  great  gravity  and  character  by  the  study  and 
pursuit  of  poetry.     Although  there  may  seem  to  be  some  appearance  of 
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reason  for  the  prosent  contempt  of  it,  as  managed  by  the  most  part  of 
our  modern  writers,  yet  that  any  man  should,  seriously,  declare  against 
that  divine  art  is  really  amazing.  It  is  declaring  against  the  most 
charming  power  of  imagination,  the  most  exalting  force  of  thought, 
the  most  affecting  touch  of  sentiment  ;  in  a  word,  against  the  very 
soul  of  all  learning  and  politeness.  It  is  affronting  the  universal  taste 
of  mankind,  and  declaring  against  what  has  charmed  the  listening  world 
from  Moses  down  to  Milton.  In  fine,  it  is  even  declaring  against  the 
sublimest  passages  of  the  inspired  writings  themselves,  and  what  seems 
to  be  the  peculiar  language  of  Heaven. 

The  truth  of  the  case  is  this  :  these  weak-sighted  gentlemen  cannot  bear 
the  strong  light  of  poetry,  and  the  finer  and  more  amusing  scene  of  things  it 
displays  ;  but  must  those,  therefore,  whom  Heaven  has  blessed  with  the  dis- 
cerning eye,  shut  it  to  keep  them  company? 

It  is  pleasant  enough,  however,  to  observe,  frequently,  in  these  enemies 
of  poetry,  an  awkward  imitation  of  it.  They  sometimes  have  their  little 
brightnesses,  when  the  opening  glooms  will  permit.  Nay,  I  have  seen  their 
heaviness,  on  some  occasions,  deign  to  turn  friskish  and  witty,  in  which  they 
make  just  such  another  figure  as  /Esop's  Ass,  when  he  began  to  fawn.  To 
complete  the  absurdity,  they  would,  even  in  their  efforts  against  poetry,  fain 
be  poetical ;  like  those  gentlemen  that  reason  with  a  great  deal  of  zeal  and 
severity  against  reason. 

That  there  are  frequent  and  notorious  abuses  of  poetry  is  as  true  as  that 
the  best  things  are  the  most  liable  to  that  misfortune  ;  but  is  there  no  end 
of  that  clamorous  argument  against  the  use  of  tilings  from  the  abuse  of 
them  ?  And  yet  I  hope  that  no  man,  who  has  the  least  sense  of  shame  in 
him,  will  fall  into  it  after  the  present  sulphureous  attacker  of  the  stage. 

To  insist  no  further  on  this  head,  let  poetry  once  more  be  restored  to  her 
ancient  truth  and  purity  ;  let  her  be  inspired  from  heaven,  and,  in  return, 
her  incense  ascend  thither  ;  let  lier  exchange  her  low,  venal,  trifling  subjects 
for  such  as  are  fair,  useful,  and  magnificent ;  and  let  her  execute  these  so  as 
at  once  to  please,  instruct,  surprise,  and  astonish  ;  and  then,  of  necessity, 
the  most  inveterate  ignorance  and  prejudice  shall  be  struck  dumb,  and  poets 
yet  become  the  delight  and  wonder  of  mankind. 

But  this  happy  period  is  not  to  be  expected  till  some  long-wished  illus- 
trious man,  of  equal  power  and  beneficence,  rise  on  the  wintrj'  world  of 
letters  ;  one  of  a  genuine  and  unbounded  greatness  and  generosity  of  mind  ; 
who,  far  above  all  the  pomp  and  pride  of  fortune,  scorns  the  little,  address- 
ful  flatterer,  pierces  through  the  disguised,  desig^iing  villain,  discountenances 
all  the  reigning  fopperies  of  a  tasteless  age  ;  and  who,  stretching  his  views 
into  late  futurity,  has  the  true  interest  of  virtue,  learning,  and  mankind 
entirely  at  heart — a  character  so  nobly  desirable,  that,  to  an  honest  heart,  it 
is  almost  incredible  so  few  should  have  the  ambition  to  deserve  it. 

Nothing  can  have  a  better  influence  towards  the  revival  of  poetry  than 
the  choosing  of  great  and  serious  subjects,  such  as  at  once  amuse  the  fancy, 
enlighten  the  head,  and  warm  the  heart.  These  give  a  weight  and  dignity 
to  the  poem  ;  nor  is  the  pleasure — I  should  say  rapture  — both  the  writer 
and  the  reader  feel,  unwarranted  by  reason,  or  followed  by  repentant  dis- 
gust. To  be  able  to  write  on  a  dry,  barren  theme,  is  looked  upon  by  some 
as  the  sign  of  a  happy,  fruitful  genius  —  fruitful  indeed  !  like  one  of  the  pen- 
dent gardens  in  Cheapside,  watered  every  morning  by  the  hand  of  the 
alderman  himself.  And  what  are  we  commonly  entertained  with  on  these 
occasions,  save  forced  unaffecting  fancies,  little  glittering  prettinesses,  mixed 
turns  of  wit  and  expression,  which  are  as  widely  different  from  the  native 
poetry  as  buffoonery  is  from  the  perfection  of  human  thinking  ?  A  genius 
fired  with  the  charms  of  truth  and  nature  is  tuned  to  a  sublimer  pitch,  and 
scorns  to  associate  with  such  subjects. 
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I  cannot  more  emphatically  recommend  this  poetical  ambition  than  by 
the  four  following  lines  from  Mr.  Hill's  poem,  called  "  The  Judgment  Day, " 
which  is  so  singular  an  instance  of  it :  — 

For  me,  suffice  it  to  have  taught  my  muse 

The  tuneful  triflings  of  her  tribe  to  shun  ; 

And  raised  her  warmth  such  heavenly  themes  to  choose, 

As,  in  past  ages,  the  best  garlands  won. 

I  know  no  subject  more  elevating,  more  amusing,  more  ready  to  awake 
the  poetical  enthusiasm,  the  philosophical  reflection,  and  the  moral  senti- 
ment, than  the  works  of  Nature.  Where  can  we  meet  with  such  variety, 
such  l)e;iuty,  such  magnificence  ?— All  that  enlarges  and  transports  the  soul  ? 
\\'hat  more  inspiring  than  a  calm,  wide  survey  of  them?  In  every  dress 
Nature  is  greatly  charming :  Whether  she  puts  on  the  crimson  robes  of  the 
morning,  the  strong  effulgence  of  noon,  the  sober  suit  of  the  evening,  or  the 
deep  sables  of  blackness  and  tempest.  How  gay  looks  the  Spring,  how 
glorious  the  summer,  how  pleasing  the  Autumn,  and  how  venerable  the 
\Vinter ! — But  there  is  no  thinking  of  these  things  without  breaking  out  into 
poetry ;  which  is,  by  the  by,  a  plain  and  undesirable  argument  of  their 
superior  excellence. 

For  this  reason  the  best,  both  ancient  and  modem,  poets  have  been 
passionately  fond  of  retirement  and  solitude.  The  wild  romantic  country 
was  their  delight.  And  they  seem  never  to  have  been  more  happy  than 
when,  lost  in  unfrequented  fields,  far  from  the  little  busy  world,  they  were 
at  leisure  to  meditate,  and  sing  the  works  of  Nature. 

The  Book  of  Job,  that  noble  and  ancient  poem,  which  even  strikes  so 
forcibly  through  a  mangling  translation,  is  crowned  with  a  description  of 
the  grand  works  of  Nature,  and  that,  too,  from  the  mouth  of  their 
Almighty  Author. 

It  was  this  devotion  to  the  works  of  Nature,  that,  in  his  Georgics, 
inspired  the  rural  Virgil  to  write  so  inimitably  ;  and  who  can  forbear  joining 
with  him  in  this  declaration  of  his,  which  has  been  the  rapture  of  ages? 

Me  vero  primum  dulces  ante  omnia  Musae, 
(Juarum  sacra  fero,  in^enti  perculsus  amore, 
Accipiant ;  coelique  vias  et  sidera  monstrent, 
Defectus  solis  varios,  lunaeque  labores  : 
Unde  tremor  terris  :  qua  vi  maria  alta  tumescant 
Objicibus  ruptis,  rursusque  in  seipsa  residant : 
Quid  tantum  oceano  properent  se  tingere  soles 
Hyberni :  vel  quae  tardis  mora  noctibus  obstet. 
Sin,  has  ne  possim  naturae  accedere  partes. 
Frigid  us  obstiterit  circum  praecordia  sanguis  ; 
Riu-a  mihi  et  rigui  placeant  in  vollibus  amnes ; 
Flumina  amem  silvasque  inglorius. 

Which  may  be  Englished  thus  : — 

Me  may  the  Muses,  my  supreme  delight. 

Whose  priest  I  am,  smit  with  immense  desire. 

Snatch  to  their  care  ;  the  starry  tracts  disclose. 

The  sun's  distress,  the  labors  of  the  moon  ; 

Whence  the  earth  quakes  ;  and  by  what  force  the  deeps 

Heave  at  the  rocks,  then  on  themselves  reflow  : 

Why  winter-suns  to  plunge  in  ocean  speed  ; 

And  what  retards  the  lazy  summer-night. 

But,  lest  I  should  these  mystic  truths  attain, 

If  the  cold  current  freezes  round  my  heart. 

The  country  me,  the  brooky  vales  may  please, 

Mid  woods  and  streams  unknown. 
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I  cannot  put  an  end  to  this  Preface  without  taking  the  freedom  to  offer 
my  most  sincere  and  grateful  acknowledgments  to  all  t'lose  gentlemen  who 
have  given  my  first  performance  so  favourable  a  reception. 

It  is  with  the  best  pleasure,  and  a  rising  ambition,  that  I  reflect  on  the 
honour  Mr.  Hill  has  done  me  in  recommending  my  poem  to  the  world  after 
a  manner  so  peculiar  to  himself,  than  whom  none  approves  and  obliges  with 
a  nobler  and  more  unreserving  promptitude  of  soul.  His  favours  are  the 
very  smiles  of  humanity,  graceful  and  easy,  flowing  from  and  to  the  heart. 
This  agreeable  train  of  thought  awakens  naturally  in  my  mind  all  the  other 
parts  of  his  great  and  amiable  character,  which  I  know  not  well  how  to 
quit,  and  yet  dare  not  here  pursue. 

Every  Reader,  who  has  a  heart  to  be  moved,  must  feel  the  most  gentle 
])ower  of  poetry  in  the  lines  with  which  Mira  has  graced  my  poem. 

It  perhaps  might  be  reckoned  vanity  in  me,  to  say  how  richly  I  value 
the  approbation  of  a  gentleman  of  Mr.  Malloch's  fine  and  exact  taste,  so 
justly  dear  and  vahiable  to  all  those  that  have  the  happiness  of  knowing 
him  ;  and  who,  to  say  no  more  of  him,  will  abundantly  make  good  to  the 
world  the  early  promise  his  admired  piece  of  "  William  and  Margaret  "  has 
given. 

I  only  wish  my  description  of  the  various  appearance  of  Nature  in 
Winter,  and,  as  I  purpose,  in  the  other  Seasons,  may  have  the  good  fortune 
to  give  the  Reader  some  of  that  true  pleasure  which  they,  in  their  agreeable 
succession,  are  always  sure  to  mspire  into  my  heart. 


The  following  extract  from  the  second  edition  of  "Winter,"  as  pub- 
li.shed  in  1726,  compared  with  the  concluding  part  of  the  poem  in  the  edition 
of  1746,  shows  how  extensively  the  text  was  changed  by  the  author  in  the 
course  of  his  many  revisions  of  the  work  : — 

'Tis  done  ! — dread  Winter  has  subdu'd  the  Year, 

And  reigns,  tremendous,  o'er  the  desart  plains. 

How  dead  the  Vegetable  Kingdom  lies  ! 

How  dumb  the  tuneful  I     Horror  wide  extends 

His  solitary  empire.     Now,  fond  man  ! 

Behold  thy  pictur'd  life  :  pass  some  few  Years, 

Thy  flowering  Spring,  thy  short-liv'd  Summer's  strength. 

Thy  sober  Autumn,  fading  into  age, 

And  pale,  concluding  Winter  shuts  thy  scene. 

And  shrouds  Thee  in  the  Grave.     Where  now  are  fled 

Those  Dreams  of  Greatness  ?  those  unsolid  Hopes 

Of  ti  appiness  ?  those  longings  after  Fame  ? 

Those  restless  Cares  ?  those  busy,  bustling  Days  ? 

Those  Nights  of  secret  Guilt  ?  those  veering  thoughts 

Fluttering  'twixt  Good  and  111,  that  shar'd  thy  life  ? 

All  now  are  vanish'd  !  Virtue  sole  survives, — 

Immortal,  Mankind's  never-failing  Friend, 

His  Guide  to  Happiness  on  high.     And  see  ! 

'Tis  come,  the  glorious  Morn  !  the  second  Birth 

Of  Heaven  and  Earth  !— Awakening  Nature  hears 

Th'  Almighty  Trumpet's  Voice,  and  starts  to  life, 

Renew'd,  unfading.     Now  th'  Eternal  Scheme, 

That  dark  Perplexity,  that  Mystic  Maze, 

Which  Sight  cou'd  never  trace,  nor  Heart  conceive. 

To  Reason's  Eye,  refined,  clears  up  apace. 

Angels  and  Men  astonish'd  pause,  and  dread 

To  travel  through  the  Depths  of  Providence, 
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Untried,  unbounded.     Ye  vain  learned,  see, 
And,  prostrate  in  the  Dust,  adore  that  Power 
And  Goodness  oft  arraign 'd  :  see  now  the  cause 
Why  conscious  worth,  oppress'd,  in  secret  long 
Mourn 'd,  unreg'arded  :  why  the  good  Man's  share 
In  Life  was  Gall  and  Bitterness  of  Soul : 
Why  the  lone  Widow  and  her  Orphans  pin'd 
In  starving  Solitude  ;  while  Luxury, 
In  Palaces,  lay  prompting  her  low  thought. 
To  form  unreal  Wants  :  why  Heaven-born  Faith, 
And  Charity,  prime  Grace,  wore  the  red  marks 
Of  Persecution's  Scourge  :  why  licens'd  Pain, 
That  cruel  Spoiler,  that  embosom'd  Foe, 
Imbitter'd  all  our  Bliss.     Ye  Good,  distrest  ! 
Ye  noble  Few  !  that  here  unbending  stand 
Beneath  Life's  Pressures,  yet  a  little  while. 
And  all  your  woes  are  past.     Time  swiftly  fleets. 
And  wish'd  Eternity,  ajjproaching,  brings 
Life  undecaying.  Love  without  Allay, 
Pure  flowing  Joy,  and  Happiness  sincere. 


vv.  17-40. — Sir  Spencer  Compton,  created  Baron  Wilmington  in  1727,  and 
Viscsount  Pevensey  and  Earl  Wilmington  in  1730.  He  was 
speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons  during  part  of  the  Premier- 
ship of  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  and  died  in  1743.  The  eulogy 
contained  in  these  verses  was  substituted  by  Thomson  for  the 
dedication  which  appeared  in  the  first  edition,  and  which  is 
given  in  full  above. 

V.    41. — The  twenty-first  of  December. 

v.  359.— The  Jail  Committee  in  the  year  1729. 

V.  555. — James  Hammond,  equerry  to  Frederick,  Prince  of  Wales,  and  son 
of  Anthony  Hammond,  Esq.,  of  Somersham place,  Buckingham- 
shire.    He  was  born  in  1710  and  died  in  1742. 

V.  655. — Bevil  is  a  character  in  Steele's  "  Conscious  Lovers." 

v.  836. — Caurus,  the  north-west  wind. 

V.  840. — The  wandering  Scythian  clans. 

v.  875. — M.  de  Maupertuis,  in  his  book  on  the  "  Figure  of  the  Earth,"  after 
having  described  the  beautiful  lake  and  mountain  of  Niemi  in 
Lapland,  says,  "From  this  height  we  had  occasion  several 
times  to  see  those  vapours  rise  from  the  lake  which  the  people 
of  the  country  call  Haltios,  and  which  they  deem  to  be  the 
guardian  spirits  of  the  mountains.  We  had  been  frighted  with 
stories  of  bears  that  haunted  this  place,  but  saw  none.  It 
seemed  rather  a  place  of  resort  for  fairies  and  genii,  than  bears." 

"V.  876. — The  same  writer  observes,  "  I  was  surprised  to  see  upon  the  banks 
of  this  river  (the  Tenglio)  roses  of  as  lively  a  red  as  any  that 
are  in  our  gardens. " 

V.  925.— Sir  Hugh  Willoughby,  sent  by  Queen  Elizabeth  to  discover  the 
north-east  passage. 


THE  LIFE  OF  NELSON. 


[Horatio  Nelson  was  born  on  the  29th  of  September,  1758,  in  Burnann 
Thorpe,  a  village  of  Norfolkshire,  England.  His  father,  Edmund  Nelson, 
was  the  village  rector  ;  his  mother,  whose  maiden  name  was  Suckling,  was  a 
grand-niece  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole.  Her  brother,  Maurice  Suckling,  at  the 
time  of  Mrs.  Nelson's  death,  in  1767,  held  the  rank  of  captain  in  the  navy, 
and  under  his  protection  Horatio  was  placed  at  the  age  of  twelve.  He  was 
then  a  delicate,  sensitive  boy,  but  manifested  even  at  that  age  the  bravery, 
generosity,  and  high  sense  of  personal  honour  which  were  his  distinguishing 
characteristics  through  life.  As  the  English  navy  was  then  at  rest,  young 
Nelson  was,  by  his  uncle's  direction,  sent  on  a  voyage  to  the  West  Indies  in 
a  merchant  ship,  in  order  to  improve  his  seamanship,  and  he  subsecjuently 
took  part  in  an  expedition  sent  out  at  the  instance  of  the  Royal  Society  for 
the  purpose  of  getting  as  near  as  possible  to  the  North  Pole.  On  his  return 
he  re-entered  the  navy  and  was  sent  to  India  as  one  of  the  crew  of  the  Sea- 
horse, the  captain  of  which,  for  good  service,  raised  him  to  the  rank  of  mid- 
shipman. This,  as  well  as  every  subsequent  promotion  in  his  naval  career, 
was  fairly  won  by  personal  merit,  as  he  was  not  in  a  position  to  secure  much 
favour  by  the  aid  of  family  influence.  Having  returned  to  England  on 
account  of  failing  health,  he  was  soon  afterwards  commissioned  as  lieutenant, 
and  in  that  capacity  he  served  some  time  on  the  West  Indian  station,  taking 
part  in  an  ill-fated  expedition  sent  out  from  J  amaica,  for  the  purpose  of 
wresting  from  the  Spaniards  the  control  of  the  Nicaragua  Isthmus.  On  this 
station  he  was  for  the  first  time  placed  in  command  of  a  man-of-war.  Acute 
disease,  contracted  during  the  Nicaragua  expedition,  soon  compelled  him  to 
return  to  England.  After  an  interval  of  some  months  he  was  placed  in 
command  of  the  Albemarle,  and  in  her  he  spent  some  time  off  the  coast  of 
Denmark,  and  some  on  the  naval  station  of  Quebec.  The  American  revolu- 
tionary war  was  at  this  time  drawing  to  a  close,  and  when  the  treaty  of 
Paris  was  signed  in  1783,  Nelson  retired  into  private  life,  which,  however, 
soon  became  irksome  to  his  active  disposition.  He  sought  and  obtained 
command  of  the  Boreas,  which  was  commissioned  for  the  West  Indian 
station,  and  while  there  he  was  extremely  active  in  enforcing  the  British 
navigation  laws  against  the  ships  of  the  then  independent  American  colon- 
ists. For  the  seizure  of  some  American  vessels  foinid  trading  at  Nevis  in 
the  Leeward  Islands  he  was  threatened  with  an  action-at-law,  and  had  to 
remain  on  board  his  vessel  to  avoid  arrest.  During  his  stay  at  this  port  he 
married  Mrs.  Nisbet,  widow  of  an  English  physician  and  niece  of 
Mr.  Herbert,  president  of  the  local  administration.  The  union  proved  a 
fortunate  one,  and  for  years  nothing  occurred  to  mar  Nelson's  domestic 
happiness.  After  another  brief  sojourn  in  England  he  was  sent  to  the 
Mediterranean  in  command  of  the  Agamennon,  which  was  attached  to  the 
fleet  entrusted  to  Lord  Hood  for  the  purpose  of  operating  against  the  French 
Republican  government.  During  the  siege  of  Toulon  he  was  sent  with 
despatches  to  the  Court  of  Naples,  where  he  met  for  the  first  time.  Lady 
Hamilton,  the  wife  of  the  English  envoy.  Sir  William  Hamilton.  After  a 
fruitless  attempt  to  detach  the  Dey  of  Tunis  from  the  French  alliance,  he 
was  sent  to  the  support  of  the  anti-Gallican  party  in  Corsica.  While  he 
was  assisting  Sir  Charles  Stuart  in  a  land  attack  on  Calvi,  a  shot  struck  th& 
ground  near  him  and  drove  some  sand  and  gravel  into  one  of  his  eyes,  com- 
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pletely  and  pennanently  destroying  the  sight.  Corsica  was  finally  annexed  to 
Great  Britain,  bvit  Italy  was  invaded  by  the  French  army  and  Nelson  was, 
by  Lord  Hotham  who  had  succeeded  Lord  Hood,  sent  with  a  detachment  of 
the  fleet  to  assist  the  Austrians  in  the  defence  of  Genoa.  The  incompetency 
of  General  de  Vins  brought  disaster  on  the  allied  forces  by  land,  and  Nelson 
rejoined  the  Mediterranean  fleet,  which  was  by  that  time  under  the  com- 
mand of  Sir  John  Jervis.  In  spite  of  a  change  of  Austrian  General,  the 
conquest  of  the  greater  part  of  Italy  was  speedily  completed  by  Napoleon 
Bonaparte,  and  the  British  government  ordered  Corsica  to  be  evacuated,  and 
the  fleet  to  leave  the  Mediterranean.  Nelson  successfully  conducted  in 
person  the  work  of  evacuation,  and  shortly  after  he  rejoined  the  fleet  a  drawn 
battle  was  fought  with  a  much  larger  number  of  Spanish  vessels  off  Cape 
St.  Vincent.  By  way  of  recognition  of  their  services  on  this  occasion  Sir 
John  Jervis  was  created  Earl  St.  Vincent,  and  Nelson  was  knighted  and 
raised  to  the  rank  of  rear-admiral.  Having  spent  some  time  in  blockading 
Cadiz  the  latter  undertook  an  unsuccessful  expedition  for  the  capture  of 
Teneriffe.  His  right  arm  was  shattered  by  a  shot  in  the  elbow  during  the 
assault,  and  for  several  months  he  was  disabled  from  active  service,  the  limb 
requiring  to  be  amputated.  Early  in  1798  he  was  cntinisted  by  Earl  St. 
Vincent  with  a  s(iuadron,  and  instructed  to  ascertain  the  object  of  a  great 
expedition  which  Najjoleon  Bonaparte  was  fitting  out  at  Toulon.  His  vessels 
having  been  scattered  by  a  storm.  Nelson  had  to  wait  for  repairs  and  rein- 
forcements. Meanwhile  the  French  expedition  departed  from  Toulon,  and 
Nelson  followed  it  in  the  direction  of  Egypt,  but  could  hear  no  tidings  of  it 
on  his  arrival  at  Alexandria.  He  again  set  out  in  search  of  it  and  arrived 
at  Sicily,  where  he  was  able  to  receive  supplies  through  the  influence  of  Lady 
Hamilton  at  the  Neapolitan  Court.  On  the  25th  of  July  he  sailed  from 
Syracuse,  once  more  bound  for  Alexandria,  and  on  the  morning  of  the  first 
of  August  he  sighted  the  French  fleet  in  compact  order  of  battle  in  Aboukir 
Bay,  under  the  command  of  Admiral  Brueys.  The  latter  was  on  board  the 
Orient,  a  large  three-decker,  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  guns,  which  occu- 
pied the  centre  of  the  line.  Nelson's  plan  was  to  bring  his  vessels  to  anchor 
in  such  a  way  that  each  French  vessel  was  attacked  by  two  of  his  own,  and 
one  after  another  the  French  ships  were  forced  to  strike  their  colours.  The 
battle  was  begun  before  sundown,  and  the  firing  lasted  till  day-break. 
Admiral  Brueys  was  killed  early  in  the  action,  and  the  Orient,  which  had 
taken  fire  at  nine  in  the  evening,  blew  up  an  hour  later — an  occurrence  which 
has  been  immortalized  by  the  well-kno^vn  incident  of  the  loss  of  young  Casa 
Bianca,  the  son  of  the  commodore  of  the  vessel.  Nelson  was  wounded  in  the 
head,  but  not  dangerously,  and  by  his  personal  exertions  many  of  the  French 
marines  were  saved.  All  the  French  vessels  but  four  were  captured  or 
destroyed,  and  these  four  would  not  have  escaped  but  for  the  want  of  frigates, 
those  which  had  Ijeen  separated  from  his  squadron  by  the  storm  of  a  few 
weeks  before,  having  never  been  able  to  rejoin  him.  This  great  victory 
secured  for  Nelson  the  title  of  "Baron  Nelson  of  the  Nile,"  and  a  pension  of 
£2,000.  It  brought  him  titles  and  rewards  from  several  foreign  powers,  and 
a  grant  of  £10,000  from  the  East  India  Company,  whose  property  was 
threatened  by  the  French  invasion  of  Egypt.  On  his  way  back  from  Alex- 
andria to  Italy  Nelson  was  prostrated  by  fever,  brought  on  by  overwork  and 
anxiety.  His  reception  at  Naples  was  a  cordial  one.  The  Queen,  a  daughter 
of  Maria  Theresa  and  a  sister  of  Marie  Antoinette,  was  exceedingly  demon- 
strative in  her  enthusiasm,  and  her  friend.  Lady  Hamilton,  was  scarcely  less 
so.  Nelson  remained  at  Naples  for  some  time,  and  at  his  instigation  the 
King  joined  the  European  coalition  against  Bonaparte.  Corruption  and 
incapacity,  however,  prevented  the  Neapolitans  from  making  a  firm  stand 
against  the  French,  and  the  Royal  Family,  taking  the  Hamiltons  with  them, 
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deemed  it  expedient  to  retire  to  Sicily^  They  were  transported  to  Palermo 
in  Nelson's  vessel,  the  Vanguard.  For  this  and  subsequent  services  to  the 
kingdom,  Nelson  was  created  Duke  of  Bronte,  and  was  presented  with  a 
domain  worth  £3,000  a  year.  After  doing  what  he  could  to  reinstate  the 
Neapolitan  Court  in  its  Italian  possessions,  and  aiding  Sir  Alexander  Ball 
to  reconquer  Malta  from  the  French,  Nelson  made  up  his  mind  to  return  to 
England,  prompted  thereto  in  all  jjrobability  by  his  infatuation  for  Lady 
Hamilton,  whose  husband  had  been  superseded  as  British  envoy  at  Naples. 
The  party  travelled  overland  by  way  of  Vienna  and  Hamljurg,  as  no  ship 
could  at  that  time  be  spared  for  the  purpose  of  conveying  him,  and  the 
journey  was  one  continued  ovation]^ 


CHAPTER  VII. 


Nelson  was  welcomed  in  England  with  every  mark  of  popu- 
lar honour^  At  Yarmouth,  where  he  landed,  every  ship  in  the 
harbour  hoisted  her  colours.  The  mayor  and  corporation  waited 
upon  him  with  the  freedom  of  the  town,  and  accompanied  him 
in  procession  to  church,  with  all  the  naval  officers  on  shore,  and 
the  principal  inhabitants.  Bonfires  and  illuminations  con- 
cluded the  day  ;  and,  on  the  morrow,  the  volunteer  cavalry 
drew  up  and  saluted  him  as  he  departed,  and  followed  the  car- 
riage to  the  borders  of  the  county.  At  Ipswich  the  people 
cams  out  to  meet  him,  drew  him  a  mile  into  the  town  and  three 
miles  out.  When  he  was  in  the  Agamemnon,  he  wished  to 
represent  this  place  in  ijarliament,  and  some  of  his  friends  had 
consulted  the  leading  men  of  the  corporation ;  the  result  was 
not  successful :  and  Nelson  observing,  that  he  would  endeavour 
to  find  out  a  preferable  path  into  parliament,  said  there  might 
come  a  time  when  the  people  of  Ipswich  would  think  it  an 
honour  to  have  had  him  for  their  representative.  In  London, 
he  was  feasted  by  the  city,  drawn  by  the  populace  from  Lud- 
gate  Hill  to  Guildhall,  and  received  the  thanks  of  the  common 
council  for  his  great  victory,  and  a  golden-hilted  sword  studded 
with  diamonds.  Nelson  had  every  earthly  blessing,  except 
domestic  happiness  :  he  had  forfeited  that  forever.  Before  he 
had  been  three  months  in  England,  he  separated  from  Lady 
Nelson.  Some  of  his  last  words  to  her  were  :  "  I  call  God  to 
witness,  there  is  nothing  in  you,  or  your  conduct,  that  I  wish 
otherwise."  This  was  the  consequence  of  his  infatuated  attach- 
ment to  Lady  Hamilton.  It  had  before  caused  a  quarrel  with 
his  son-in-law,  and  occasioned  remonstrances  from  his  truest 
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friends,  which  produced  no  other  effect  than  that  of  making 
him  displeased  with  them,  and  more  dissatisfied  with  himself. 
The  Addington  administration  was  just  at  this  time  formed  ; 
and  Nelson,  who   had  solicited   employment,  and  been  made 
vice-admiral  of  ^he  blue,  was  sent  to  the  Baltic,  as  second  in 
command,   under   Sir  Hyde  Parker,  by  Earl  St.  Vincent,  the 
new  first  lord  of  the  admiralty.     The  three  northern  courts  had 
formed  a  confederacy  for   making  England   resign   her  naval 
rights.     Of  these  courts  Russia  was  guided  by  the  passions  of 
its  emperor,  Paul,  a  man  not  without  fits  of  generosity,  and  some 
natural  goodness,  but  subject  to  the  wildest  humours  of  caprice, 
and  crazed  by  the  possession  of  greater  power  than  can  ever  be 
safely,  or  perhaps   innocently,  possessed  by  weak   humanity. 
Denmark  was  French  at  heart ;  ready  to  co-operate  in  all  the 
views  of  France,  to  recognize  all  her  usurpations,  and  obey  all 
her  injunctions.     Sweden,  under  a  king  whose  principles  were 
rio'ht,  and  whose  feelings  were  generous,  but  who  had  a  taint 
of  hereditary  insanity,  acted  in  acquiescence  with  the  dictates 
of  t-\vb  powers  whom  it  feared  to  offend.     The  Danish  navy,  at 
this  time,  consisted  of  twenty-three   ships   of  the  line,  with 
about  thirty-one  frigates  and  smaller  vessels,  exclusive  of  guard- 
ships.     The  Swedes  had  eighteen  ships  of  the  line,  fourteen 
frigates  and  sloops,  seventy-four  galleys  and  smaller  vessels, 
besides  gun-boats ;  and  this  force  was  in  a  far  better  state  of 
equipment  than  the  Danish.     The  Russians  had  eighty-two  sail 
of  the  line  and  forty  frigates.     Of  these  there  were  forty-seven 
sail  of  the  line  at  Cronstadt,  Revel,  Petersburg,  and  Archangel : 
but  the  Russian  fleet  was  ill-manned,  ill-ofiicered,  and  ill-equip- 
ped.     Such  a  combination  under  the  influence  of  France  would 
soon    have   become    formidable ;    and    never    did    the   British 
cabinet  display  more  decision  than  in  instantly  preparing  to 
crush  it.     They  erred,  however,  in  permitting  any  petty  con- 
siderations  to  prevent  them   from  appointing  Nelson  to  the 
command.     The   public   properly  murmured  at  seeing  it  en- 
trusted to  another ;  and  he  himself  said  to  Earl  St.  Vincent, 
that  circumstanced  as  he  was,  this  expedition  would  probably 
be  the  last  service  that  he  should  ever  perform.     The  earl,  in 
reply,  besought  him,  for  God's  sake,  not  to  sufier  himself  to  be 
carried  away  by  any  sudden  impulse. 

r  The  season  happened  to  be  unusually  favourable,  so  mild  a 
winter  had  not   been  known  in  the  Baltic   for  many  years. 
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When  Nelson  joined  the  fleet  at  Yarmouth,  he  found  the 
admiral  "a  little  nervous  about  dark  nights  and  fields  of  ice." 
— "But  we  must  brace  up,"  said  he,  ''these  are  not  times  for 
nervous  systems. — I  hope  we  shall  give  our  northern  enemies 
that  hailstorm  of  bullets,  which  gives  our  dear  country  the 
dominion  of  the  sea.  We  have  it,  and  all  the  devils  in  the 
north  cannot  take  it  from  us,  if  our  wooden  walls  have  fair 
play."  Before  the  fleet  left  Yarmouth,  it  was  sufliciently 
known  that  its  destination  was  against  Denmark.  Some 
Danes,  who  belonged  to  the  Amazon  frigate,  went  to  Captain 
Riou,  and  telling  him  what  they  had  heard,  begged  that  he 
would  get  them  exchanged  into  a  ship  bound  on  some  other 
destination.  "They  had  no  wish,"  they  said,  "to  quit  the 
British  service  ;  but  they  entreated  that  they  might  not  be 
forced  to  fight  against  their  own  country."  There  was  not  in 
our  whole  navy  a  man  who  had  a  higher  and  more  chivalrous 
sense  of  duty  than  Riou.  Tears  came  into  his  eyes  while  the 
men  were  speaking ;  without  making  any  reply,  he  instantly 
ordered  his  boat,  and  did  not  return  to  the  Amazon  until  he 
could  tell  them  that  their  wish  was  effected. 

The  fleet  sailed  on  the  12th  of  March.  Mr.  Vansittart 
sailed  in  it ;  the  British  Cabinet  still  hoping  to  obtain  its  end 
by  negotiation.  It  was  well  for  England,  that  Sir  Hyde  Parker 
placed  a  fuller  confidence  in  Nelson  than  the  government  seems 
to  have  done  at  this  most  important  crisis.  Her  enemies  might 
well  have  been  astonished  at  learning,  that  any  other  man 
should  for  a  moment  have  been  thought  of  for  the  command. 
But  so  little  deference  was  paid  even  at  this  time,  to  his  intui- 
tive and  all-commanding  genius,  that  when  the  fleet  had  reached 
its  first  rendezvous,  at  the  entrance  of  the  Cattegat,  he  had 
received  no  ofiicial  communication  whatever  of  the  intended 
operations.  His  own  mind  had  been  made  up  upon  them  with 
its  accustomed  decision.  "  All  I  have  gathered  of  our  first 
plans,"  said  he,  "  I  disapprove  most  exceedingly.  Honour  may 
arise  from  them  ;  good  cannot.  I  hear  we  are  likely  to  anchor 
outside  of  Cronenburg  castle,  instead  of  Copenhagen,  which 
would  give  weight  to  our  negotiation.  A  Danish  minister 
would  think  twice  before  he  would  put  his  name  to  war  with 
England,  when  the  next  moment  he  would  probably  see  his 
master's  fleet  in  flames,  and  his  capital  in  ruins.  The  Dane 
should  see  our  flag  every  moment  he  lifted  up  his  head."    ^  o 
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Mr.  Vansittart  left  the  fleet  at  the  Scaw,  and  preceded  it  in 
a  frigate,  with  a  flag  of  truce.  Precious  time  was  lost  by  this 
delay,  which  was  to  be  purchased  by  the  dearest  blood  of 
Britain  and  Denmark  :  according  to  the  Danes  themselves,  the 
intelligence  that  a  British  fleet  was  seen  ofi"  the  Sound,  pro- 
duced a  llfciuch  more  general  alarm  in  Copenhagen  than  its 
actual  arrival  in  the  roads  ;  for  their  means  of  defence  were,  at 
that  time,  in  such  a  state,  tliat  they  could  hardly  hope  to  resist, 
still  less  to  repel,  an  enemy.  On  the  21st,  Nelson  had  a  long 
conference  with  Sir  Hyde  ;  and  the  next  day  addressed  a  letter 
to  him  worthy  of  himself,  and  of  the  occasion.  Mr.  Vansit- 
tart's  report  had  then  been  received.  It  represented  the 
Danish  government  as  in  the  highest  degree  hostile  ;  and  their 
state  of  preparation  as  exceeding  what  our  cabinet  had  supposed 
possible ;  for  Denmark  had/^prpfited,  with  all  activity,  of  the 
leisure  which  had  so  impolioBi^  been  given  her.  "  The  more  I 
have  reflected,"  said  Nelson  to  his  commander,  "the  more  I 
am  confirmed  in  opinion,  that  not  a  moment  should  be  lost  in 
attacking  the  enemy.  They  will  ever 'day  and  every  hour  be 
stronger :  we  shall  never  be  so  good  a  match  for  them  as  at 
this  moment.  The  only  consideration  is,  how  to  get  at  them 
with  the  least  risk  to  our  ships. — Here  you  are,  with  almost 
the  safety — certainly  with  the  honour — of  England,  more  en- 
trusted to  you,  than  ever  yet  fell  to  the  lot  of  any  British 
officer.  On  your  decision  depends  whether  our  country  shall  be 
degraded  in  the  eyes  of  Europe,  or  whether  she  shall  rear  her 
head  higher  than  ever.  Again  I  do  repeat,  never  did  our 
country  depend  so  much  upon  the  success  of  any  fleet  as  on 
this.  How  best  to  honour  her,  and  abate  the  pride  of  her 
enemies,  must  be  the  subject  of  your  deepest  consideration." 

Supposing  him  to  force  the  passage  of  the  Sound,  Nelson 
thought  some  damage  might  be  done  among  the  masts  and 
yards ;  though,  perhaps,  not  one  of  them  but  would  be  service- 
able again.  "If  the  wind  be  fair,"  said  he,  "and  you  deter- 
mine to  attack  the  ships  and  Crown  Islands,  you  must  expect 
the  natural  issue  of  such  a  battle — ships  crippled,  and,  perhaps, 
one  or  two  lost;  for  the  wind  which  carries  you  in,  will  most 
probably  not  bring  out  a  crippled  ship.  This  mode  I  call  tak- 
ing the  bull  by  the  horns.  It,  however,  will  not  prevent  the 
Revel  ships,  or  the  Swedes,  from  joining  the  Danes  ;  and  to 
prevent  this,  is,  in  my  humble  opinion,  a  measure  absolutely 
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necessary ;  and  still  to  attack  Copenhagen."  For  this  he  pro- 
posed two  modes.  One  was,  to  pass  Oronenburg,  taking  the 
risk  of  danger  ;  take  the  deepest  and  straighest  channel  along 
the  Middle  Grounds  ;  and  then  coming  down  the  Garbar,  or 
King's  Channel,  attack  the  Danish  line  of  floating  batteries  and 
ships,  as  might  be  found  convenient.  This  would  prevent  a 
junction,  and  might  give  an  opportunity  of  bombarding  Copen- 
hagen. Or  to  take  the  passage  of  the  Belt,  which  might  be 
accomplished  in  four  or  five  days ;  and  then  the  attack  by 
Draco  might  be  made,  and  the  junction  of  the  Russians  pre- 
vented. Supposing  them  through  the  Belt,  he  proposed  that  a 
detachment  of  the  fleet  should  be  sent  to  destroy  the  Russian 
squadron  at  Revel ;  and  that  the  business  at  Copenhagen 
should  be  attempted  with  the  remainder.  "The  measure,"  he 
said,  "  might  be  thought  bold  ;  but  the  boldest  measures  are 
the  safest.  ">j 

The  pilots,  as  men  who  had  nothing  but  safety  to  think  of, 
were  terrified  by  the  formidable  report  of  the  batteries  of 
Elsineur,  and  the  tremenduous  preparations  which  our  negoti- 
ators, who  were  now  returned  from  their  fruitless  mission,  had 
witnessed.  They,  therefore,  persuaded  Sir  Hyde  to  prefer  the 
passage  of  the  Belt.  "Let  it  be  by  the  Sound,  by  the  Belt,  or 
any  how,"  cried  Nelson,  "  only  lose  not  an  hour  ! "  On  the 
26th  they  sailed  for  the  Belt  :  such  was  the  habitual  reserve  of 
Sir  Hyde  that  his  own  captain,  the  captain  of  the  fleet,  did  not 
know  which  course  he  had  resolved  to  take  till  the  fleet  were 
getting  under  weigh.  When  Captain  Domett  was  thus  ap- 
prised of  it,  he  felt  it  his  duty  to  represent  to  the  admiral  his 
belief  that,  if  that  course  were  persevered  in,  the  ultimate  ob- 
ject would  be  totally  defeated  :  it  was  liable  to  long  delays, 
and  to  accidents  of  ships  grounding ;  in  the  whole  fleet  there 
were  only  one  captain,  and  one  pilot,  who  knew  anything  of 
this  formidable  passage  (as  it  was  then  deemed),  and  their 
knowledge  was  very  slight  :  their  instructions  did  not  author- 
ize them  to  attempt  it  ; — supposing  them  safe  through  the 
Belts,  the  heavy  ships  could  not  come  over  the  Grounds  to  at- 
tack Copenhagen  ;  and  light  vessels  would  have  no  efiect  on 
such  a  line  of  defence  as  had  been  prepared  against  them. 
Domett  urged  these  reasons  so  forcibly  that  Sir  Hyde's  opinion 
was  shaken,  and  he  consented  to  bring  the  fleet  to,  and  send 
for  Nelson  on  board.       There  can  be  little  doubt  but  that  the 
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expedition  would  have  failed,  if  Captain  Domett  had  not  thus 
timely  and  earnestly  given  his  advice,  Nelson  entirely  agreed 
with  him  ;  and  it  was  finally  determined  to  take  the  passage  of 
the  Sound,  and  the  fleet  returned  to  its  former  anchorage.  4^ 

The  next  day  was  more  idly  expended  in  despatching  a  flag 
of  truce  to  the  governor  of  Cronenburg  Castle,  to  ask  whether 
he  had  received  orders  to  fire  at  the  British  fl(et  ;  as  the  ad- 
miral must  consider  the  first  gun  to  be  a  declaration  of  war  on 
the  part  of  Denmark.  A  soldier-like  and  becoming  answer 
was  returned  to  this  formality.  The  governor  said,  that  the 
British  minister  had  not  been  sent  away  from  Copenhagen,  but 
had  obtained  a  passport  at  his  own  demand.  He  himself,  as  a 
soldier,  could  not  meddle  with  politics  :  but  he  was  not  at 
liberty  to  sutler  a  fleet,  of  which  the  intention  was  not  yet 
known,  to  approach  the  guns  of  the  castle  which  he  had  the 
honour  to  command :  and  he  requested,  if  the  British  admiral 
should  think  proper  to  make  any  proposals  to  the  King  of 
Denmark,  that  he  might  be  apprised  of  it  before  the  fleet  ap- 
proached nearer.  During  this  intercourse,  a  Dane,  who  came 
on  board  the  commander's  ship,  having  occasion  to  express  his 
business  in  writing,  found  the  pen  blunt ;  and,  holding  it  up, 
sarcastically  said,  "  If  your  guns  are  not  better  pointed  than 
your  pens,  you  will  make  little  impression  on  Copenhagen  I  " 

On  that  day  intelligence  reached  the  admiral  of  the  loss  of 
one  of  his  fleet,  the  Invincible,  seventy-four,  whrecked  on  a 
sand-bank,  as  she  was  coming  out  of  Yarmouth  ;  400  of  her 
men  perished  in  her.  Nelson,  who  was  now  appointed  to  lead 
the  van,  shifted  his  flag  to  the  Elephant,  Captain  Foley — a 
lighter  ship  than  the  St.  George,  and,  therefore,  fitter  for  the 
expected  operations.  The  two  following  days  were  calm. 
Orders  had  been  given  to  pass  the  Sound  as  soon  as  the  wind 
would  permit  ;  and  on  the  afternoon  of  the  29th,  the  ships 
were  cleared  for  action,  with  an  alacrity  characteristic  of  Brit- 
tish  seamen.  At  day-break,  on  the  30th,  it  blew  a  top-sail 
breeze  from  N.  W.  The  signal  was  made,  and  the  fleet  moved 
on  in  order  of  battle  ;  Nelson's  division  in  the  van.  Sir  Hyde's 
in  the  centre,  and  Admiral  Craves'  in  the  rear. 

Great  actions,  whether  military  or  naval,  have  generally 
given  celebrity  to  the  scenes  from  whence  they  are  denominat- 
ed ;  and  thus  petty  villages,  and  capes,  and  bays,  known  only 
to  the  coasting  trader,  become  associated  with  mighty  deeds. 
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and  their  names  are  made  conspicuous  in  the  history  of  the 
world.  Here,  however,  the  scene  was  every  way  worthy  of 
the  drama.  The  political  importance  of  the  Sound  is  such, 
that  grand  objects  are  not  needed  there  to  impress  the  imagin- 
ation ;  yet  is  the  channel  full  of  grand  and  interesting  objects, 
both  of  art  and  nature.  This  passage,  which  Denmark  had  so 
long  considered  as  the  key  of  the  Baltic,  is,  in  its  narrowest 
part,  about  three  miles  wide  ;  and  here  the  city  of  Elsineur  is 
situated  ;  except  Copenhagen,  the  most  flourishing  of  the  Dan- 
ish towns.  Every  vessel  which  passes  lowers  her  top-gallant- 
sails,  and  pays  toll  at  Elsineur  :  a  toll  which  is  believed  to 
have  had  its  origin  in  the  consent  of  the  traders  to  that  sea, 
Denmark  taking  upon  itself  the  charge  of  constructing  light- 
houses, and  erecting  signals,  to  mark  the  shoals  and  rocks  from 
the  Cattegat  to  the  Baltic  :  and  they,  on  their  part,  agreeing 
that  all  ships  should  pass  this  way,  in  order  that  all  might  pay 
their  shares  :  none  from  that  time  using  the  passage  of  the 
Belt  ;  because  it  was  not  fitting  that  they,  who  enjoyed  the 
benefit  of  the  beacons  in  dark  and  stormy  weather,  should 
evade  contributing  to  them  in  fair  seasons  and  summer  nights. 
Of  late  years  about  ten  thousand  vessels  had  annually  paid 
this  contribution  in  time  of  peace.  Adjoining  Elsineur,  and 
at  the  edge  of  the  peninsular  promotory,  upon  the  nearest 
point  of  land  to  the  Swedish  coast  stands  Cronenburg  Castle,  ^ 
built  after  Tycho  Brahe's  design  ;  a  magnificent  pile — at  once 
a  palace,  anoEortress,  and  state  prison,  with  its  spires  and 
towers,  and  battlements  and  batteries.  On  the  left  of  the  strait 
is  the  old  Sweedish  city  of  Helsinburg  ;  at  the  foot,  and  on  the 
side  of  the  hill.  To  the  north  of  Helsinburg  the  shores  are 
steep  and  rocky  ;  they  lower  to  the  south  ;  and  the  distant 
spires  of  Landscrona,  Lund,  and  Malmoe,  are  seen  in  the  flat 
country.  The  Danish  shores  consist  partly  of  ridges  of  sand  ; 
but,  more  frequently,  their  slopes  are  covered  with  rich  wood, 
and  villages  and  villas,  denoting  the  vicinity  of  a  great  capital. 
The  Isles  of  Huen,  Saltholm,  and  Amak,  appear  in  the  widen- 
ing channel;  and,  at  the  distance  of  twenty  miles  from  Elsineur, 
stands  Copenhagen,  in  full  view — the  b'est  city  of  the  north, 
and  one  of  the  finest  capitals  of  Europe— visible  with  its  state- 
ly spires,  far  ofi".  Amid  these  magnificent  objects  there  are 
some  which  possess  a  peculiar  interest  for  the  recollections 
which  they  call   forth.      The   Isle  of  Huen,  a  lovely  domain, 
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about  six  miles  in  circumference,  had  been  the  munificent  gift 
of  Frederic  the  Second  to  Tycho  Brahe.  Here  most  of  his- 
discoveries  were  made  ;  and  here  the  ruins  are  to  be  seen  of  his 
observatory,  and  of  the  mansion  where  he  was  visited  by 
princes  ;  and  whore,  with  a  princely  spirit,  he  received  and  en- 
tertained all  comers  from  all  parts,  and  oromoted  science  by  his 
liberality,  as  well  as  by  his  labours.  Elsineur  is  a  name  famil- 
iar to  English  ears,  being  inseparably  associated  with  Hamlet, 
and  one  of  the  noblest  works  of  human  genius.  Cronenburg 
had  been  the  scene  of  deeper  tragedy  :  here  Queen  Matilda  was 
confined,  the  victim  of  a  foul  and  murderous  court  intrigue. 
Here,  amid  heart-breaking  griefs,  she  found  consolation  in 
nursing  her  infant.  Here  she  took  her  everlasting  leave  of 
that  infant,  when,  by  the  interference  of  England,  her  own 
deliverance  was  obtained  ;  and,  as  the  ship  bore  her  away  from 
a  country,  where  the  venial  indescretions  of  youth,  and  unsus- 
picious gayety,  had  been  so  cruelly  punished,  upon  these  tower& 
she  fixed  her  eyes,  and  stood  upon  the  deck,  obstinately  gazing 
toward  them  till  the  last  speck  had  disappeared. 

The  Sound  being  the  only  frequented  entrance  to  the  Baltic, 
the  great  Mediterranean  of  the  Nortli,  few  parts  of  the  sea  dis- 
play so  frequent  a  navigation.  In  the  height  of  the  season  not 
fewer  than  a  hundred  vessels  pass  every  four-and-twenty  hours, 
for  many  weeks  in  succession  :  but  never  had  so  busy  or  so 
splendid  a  scene  been  exhibited  there  as  on  this  day,  when  the 
British  fleet  prepared  to  force  that  passage,  where,  till  now,  all 
ships  had  vailed  their  top-sails  to  the  flag  of  Denmark.  The 
whole  force  consisted  of  fifty-one  sail  of  various  descriptions  ;  of 
which  sixteen  were  of  the  line.  The  greater  part  of  the  bomb- 
and  gun  vessels  took  their  stations  ofi"  Cronenburg  Castle,  to 
cover  the  fleet  ;  while  others  on  the  larboard,  were  ready  to  en- 
gage the  Swedish  shore.  The  Danes,  having  improved  every 
moment  which  ill-timed  negotiation  and  bafiiing  weather  gave 
them,  had  lined  their  shore  with  batteries ;  and  as  soon  as  the- 
Monarch,  which  was  the  leading  ship,  came  abreast  of  them,  a 
fire  was  opened  from  about  a  hundred  pieces  of  cannon  and 
mortars  :  our  light  vessels  immediately,  in  return,  opened  their 
tire  upon  the  castle.  Here  was  all  the  pompous  circumstance, 
and  exciting  reality  of  war,  without  its  eflfects  ;  for  this  ostent- 
atious display  was  but  a  bloodless  prelude  to  the  wide  and 
sweeping  destruction  which  was  soon  to  follow.     The  enemy's- 
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shot  fell  near  enough  to  splash  the  water  on  board  our  ships  : 
not  relying  upon  any  forbearance  of  the  Swedes,  they  meant 
to  have  kept  the  mid  channel ;  but,  when  they  perceived  that 
not  a  shot  was  fired  from  Helsinburg,  and  that  no  batteries 
were  to  be  seen  on  the  Sweedish  shore,  they  inclined  to  that 
side,  so  as  completely  to  get  out  of  reach  of  the  Danish  guns. 
The  uninterrupted  blaze  which  was  kept  up  from  them  till  the 
fleet  had  passed,  served  only  to  exhilarate  our  sailors,  and  af- 
ford them  matter  for  jest,  as  the  shot  fell  in  showers  a  full 
cable's  length  short  of  its  destined  aim.  A  few  rounds  were 
returned  from  some  of  our  leading  ships  till  they  perceived  its 
inutility  ; — this,  however,  occasioned  the  only  bloodshed  of  the 
day,  some  of  our  men  being  killed  and  wounded  by  the  bursting 
of  a  gun.  As  soon  as  the  main  body  had  passed,  the  gun  ves- 
sels followed,  desisting  from  their  bombardment,  which  had 
been  as  innocent  as  that  of  the  enemy  ;  anrl,  about  mid-day, 
the  whole  fleet  anchored  between  the  Island  of  Huen  and 
Copenhagen.  Sir  Hyde,  with  Nelson,  Admiral  Graves,  some  of 
the  senior  captains,  and  the  commanding  officers  of  the  artillery 
and  the  troops,  then  proceeded  in  a  lugger,  to  reconnoitre  the 
enemy's  means  of  defence  ;  a  formidable  line  of  ships,  radeaus, 
pontoons,  galleys,  fire-ships,  and  gun-boats,  flanked  and  sup- 
ported by  extensive  batteries,  and  occupying,  from  one  extreme 
point  to  the  other,  an  extent  of  nearly  four  miles. 

A  council  of  war  was  held  in  the  afternoon.  It  was  appar- 
ent that  the  Danes  could  not  be  attacked  without  great  diffi- 
culty and  risk  :  and  some  of  the  members  of  the  council  spoke 
of  the  number  of  the  Sweedes  and  the  Russians  whom  they 
should  afterwards  have  to  engage,  as  a  consideration  which 
ought  to  be  borne  in  mind.  Nelson,  who  kept  pacing  the 
cabin,  impatient  as  he  ever  was  of  anything  which  savoured  of 
irresolution,  repeatedly  said,  "  The  more  numerous  the  better  : 
I  wish  they  were  twice  as  many,— the  easier  the  victory,  de- 
pend on  it."  The  plan  upon  which  he  had  determined,  if  ever 
it  should  be  his  fortune  to  bring  a  Baltic  fleet  to  action,  was  to 
attack  the  head  of  their  line,  and  confuse  their  movements. — 
"  Close  with  a  Frenchman,"  he  used  to  say,  "  But  out-manceuvre 
a  Russian."  He  offered  his  services  for  the  attack,  requiring 
ten  sail  of  the  line,  and  the  whole  of  the  smaller  craft.  Sir 
Hyde  gave  him  two  more  line-of -battle  ships  than  he  asked,  and 
left  everything  to  his  judgment,  v 


The  enemy's  force  was  not  the  only,  noi'  the  greatest,  ob- 
stacle with  which  the  British  fleet  had  to  contend  :  there  was 
another  to  be  overcome  before  they  could  come  in  contact  with 
it.  The  channel  was  little  known,  and  extremely  intricate  ; 
all  the  buoys  had  been  removed ;  and  the  Danes  considered 
this  difficulty  as  almost  insuperable,  thinking  the  channel  im- 
practicable for  so  large  a  fleet.  Nelson  himself  saw  the  sound- 
ings made,  and  the  buoys  laid  down,  boating  it  upon  this 
exhausting  service,  day  and  night,  till  it  was  effected.  When 
this  was  done,  he  thanked  God  for  having  enabled  him  to  get 
through  this  difficult  part  of  his  duty.  "  It  had  worn  him 
down,"  he  said,  "and  was  infinitely  more  grievous  to  him  than 
any  resistance  which  he  could  experience  from  the  enemy." 

At  the  first  council  of  war,  opinions  inclined  to  an  attack 
from  the  eastward ;  but  the  next  day,  the  wind  being  south- 
erly, after  a  second  examination  of  the  Danish  position,  it  was 
determined  to  attack  from  the  south,  approaching  in  the  man- 
ner which  Nelson  had  suggested  in  his  first  thoughts.  On  the 
morning  of  the  first  of  April,  the  whole  fleet  removed  to  an 
anchorage  within  two  leagues  of  the  town,  and  off"  the  N.  W. 
end  of  the  Middle  Ground ;  a  shoal  lying  exactly  before  the 
town,  at  about  three-quarters  of  a  mile  distance,  and  extending 
along  its  whole  sea  front.  The  King's  Channel,  where  there  is 
deep  water,  is  between  this  shoal  and  the  town ;  and  here  the 
Danes  had  arranged  their  line  of  defence,  as  near  the  shore  as 
possible  ;  nineteen  ships  and  floating  batteries,  flanked  at  the 
end  nearest  the  town,  by  the  Crown  batteries,  which  were  two 
artificial  islands,  at  the  mouth  of  the  harbour — most  formidable 
works ;  the  large  one  having,  by  the  Danish  account,  sixty-six 
guns  ;  but,  as  Nelson  believed,  eighty-eight.  The  fleet  having 
anchored.  Nelson,  with  E,iou,  in  the  Amazon,  made  bis  last  ex- 
amination of  the  ground  ;  and  about  one  o'clock,  returning  to 
his  own  ship,  threw  out  the  signal  to  weigh.  It  was  received 
with  a  shout  throughout  the  whole  division  ;  they  weighed 
with  a  light  and  favourable  wind  ;  the  narrow  channel  between 
the  island  of  Saltholm  and  the  Middle  Ground  had  been  accur- 
ately buoyed  ;  the  small  craft  pointed  out  the  course  distinctly  ; 
Riou  led  the  way ;  the  whole  division  coasted  along  the  outer 
edge  of  the  shoal,  doubled  its  further  extremity,  and  anchored 
there  off"  Draco  Point,  just  as  the  darkness  closed — the  head- 
most of  the  enemy's  line  not   being   more  than   two  miles  dis- 
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tant.  The  signal  to  prepare  for  action  had  been  made  early 
in  the  evening  ;  and,  as  his  own  anchor  dropped,  Nelson  called 
out,  "  I  will  fight  them  the  moment  I  have  a  fair  wind."  It 
had  been  agreed  that  Sir  Hyde  with  the  remaining  ship.?, 
should  weigh  on  the  following  morning,  at  the  same  time  as 
Nelson,  to  menace  the  Crown  batteries  on  his  side,  and  the 
four  ships  of  the  line  which  lay  at  the  entrance  of  the  arsenal  ; 
and  to  cover  our  own  disabled  ships  as  they  came  out  of  action. 

The  Danes,  meantime,  had  not  been  idle ;  no  sooner  did  the 
guns  of  Cronenburg  make  it  known  to  the  whole  city,  that  all 
negotiation  was  at  an  end,  that  the  British  fleet  was  passing  the 
Sound,  and  that  the  dispute  between  the  two  crowns  must  now 
be  decided  by  arms,  than  a  spirit  displayed  itself  most  honour- 
able to  the  Danish  character.  All  ranks  offered  themselves  to 
the  service  of  their  country  ;  the  university  furnished  a  corps 
of  twelve  hundred  youths,  the  flower  of  Denmark  : — it  was  one 
of  those  emergencies  in  which  little  drilling  or  discipline  is 
necessary  to  render  courage  available ;  they  had  nothing  to 
learn  but  how  to  manage  the  guns,  and  were  employed  day  and 
night  in  practising  them.  When  the  movements  of  Nelson's 
squadron  were  perceived,  it  was  known  when  and  where  the 
attack  was  to  be  expected,  and  the  line  of  defence  was  manned 
indiscriminately  by  soldiers,  sailors,  and  citizens.  Had  not  the 
whole  attention  of  the  Danes  been  directed  to  strengthen  their 
own  means  of  defence,  they  might  most  materially  have  an- 
noyed the  invading  squadron,  and,  perhaps,  frustrated  the  im- 
pending attack ;  for  the  British  ships  were  crowded  in  an 
anchoring  ground  of  little  extent : — it  was  calm,  so  that  the 
mortar-boats  might  have  acted  against  them  to  the  utmost  ad- 
vantage ;  and  they  were  within  range  of  shells  from  Amak 
Island.  A  few  fell  among  them,  but  the  enemy  soon  ceased 
to  fire.  It  was  learnt  afterwards,  that,  fortunately  for  the 
fleet,  the  bed  of  the  mortar  had  given  way  ;  and  the  Danes 
either  could  not  get  it  replaced,  or,  in  the  darkness  lost  the  di- 
rection. 

This  was  an  awful  night  for  Copenhagen — far  more  so  than 
for  the  British  fleet,  where  the  men  were  accustomed  to  battle 
and  victory,  and  had  none  of  those  objects  before  their  eyes 
which  render  death  terrible.  Nelson  sat  down  to  table  with  a 
large  party  of  his  ofiicers ;  he  was,  as  he  was  ever  wont  to  be 
when  on  the  eve  of  action,  in  high  spirits,  and  drank  to  a  lead- 
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ing  wind,  and  to  the  success  of  the  morrow.  After  supper  they 
returned  to  their  respective  ships,  except  Riou,  who  remained 
to  arrange  the  order  of  battle  with  Nelson  and  Foley,  and  to 
draw  up  instructions  ;  Hardy,  meantime,  went  in  a  small 
boat  to  examine  the  channel  between  them  and  the  enemy  ;  ap- 
proaching so  near,  that  he  sounded  round  their  leading  ship 
with  a  pole,  lest  the  noise  of  throwing  the  lead  should  discover 
him.  The  incessant  fatigue  of  body,  as  well  as  mind,  which 
Nelson  had  undergone  during  the  last  three  days,  had  so  ex- 
hausted him,  that  he  was  earnestly  urged  to  go  to  his  cot ;  and 
his  old  servant,  Allen,  using  that  kind  of  authority  which  long 
and  affectionate  services  entitled  and  enabled  him  to  assume  on 
such  occasions,  insisted  upon  his  complying.  The  cot  was 
placed  on  the  floor,  and  he  continued  to  dictate  from  it.  About 
eleven  Hardy  returned,  and  reported  the  practicability  of  the 
channel,  and  the  depth  of  water  up  to  the  enemy's  line.  About 
one,  the  orders  were  completed  ;  and  half  a  dozen  clerks,  in  the 
foremost  cabin,  proceeded  to  transcribe  them  ;  Nelson  fre- 
quently calling  out  to  them  from  his  cot  to  hasten  their  work, 
for  the  wind  was  becoming  fair.  Instead  of  attempting  to  get 
a  few  hours  of  sleep,  he  was  constantly  receiving  reports  on 
this  important  point.  At  day-break  it  was  announced  as  be- 
coming perfectly  fair.  The  clerks  finished  their  work  about 
six.  Nelson,  who  was  already  up,  breakfasted,  and  made 
signal  for  all  captains.  The  land  forces,  and  five  hundred  sea- 
men, under  Captain  Freemantle,  and  the  Honourable  Colonel 
Stewart,  were  to  storm  the  Crown  Battery  as  soon  as  its  fire 
should  be  silenced  ;  and  Riou — whom  Nelson  had  never  seen 
till  this  expedition,  but  whose  worth  he  had  instantly  per- 
ceived, and  appreciated  as  it  deserved— had  the  Blanche  and 
the  Alcmene  frigates,  the  Dart  and  Arrow  sloops,  and  the 
Zephyr  and  Otter  fire-ships,  given  him,  with  a  special  command 
to  act  as  circumstances  might  require  : — every  other  ship  had 
its  station  appointed. 

Between  eight  and  nine,  the  pilots  and  masters  were  ordered 
on  board  the  admiral's  ship.  The  pilots  were  mostly  men  who 
had  been  mates  in  Baltic  traders ;  and  their  hesitation  about 
the  bearing  of  the  east  end  of  the  shoal,  and  the  exact  line  of 
deep  water,  gave  ominous  warning  of  how  little  their  knowledge 
was  to  be  trusted.  The  signal  for  action  had  been  made,  the 
wind  was  fair — not  a  moment  to  be  lost.     Nelson  urged  them 
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to  be  steady, — to  be  resolute,  and  to  decide  ;  but  they  wanted 
the  only  ground  for  steadiness  and  decision  in  such  cases  ;  and 
Nelson  had  reason  to  regret  that  he  had  not  trusted  to  Hardy's 
single  report.  This  was  one  of  the  most  painful  moments  of 
his  life  ;  and  he  always  spoke  of  it  with  bitterness.  "  I  ex- 
perienced in  the  Sound,"  said  he,  "  the  misery  of  having  the 
honour  of  our  country  intrusted  to  a  set  of  pilots,  who  have  no 
other  thought  than  to  keep  the  ships  clear  of  danger,  and  their 
own  silly  heads  clear  of  shot.  Everybody  knows  what  I  must 
have  suffered  ;  and  if  any  merit  attaches  itself  to  me,  it  was  for 
combating  the  dangers  of  the  shallows  in  defiance  of  them." 
At  length  Mr.  Bryerly,  the  master  of  the  Bellona,  declared 
thab  he  was  prepared  to  lead  the  fleet ;  his  judgment  was  ac- 
ceded to  by  the  rest ;  they  returned  to  their  ships ;  and,  at 
half-past  nine,  the  signal  was  made  to  weigh  in  succession. 

Captain  Murray,  in  the  Edgar,  led  the  way ;  the  Agamem- 
non, was  next  in  order ;  but  on  the  first  attempt  to  leave  her 
anchorage,  she  could  not  weather  the  edge  of  the  shoal  ;  and 
Nelson  had  the  grief  to  see  his  old  ship,  in  which  he  had  per- 
formed so  many  year's  gallant  services,  immovably  aground,  at 
a  moment  when  her  help  was  so  greatly  required,  Signal  was 
then  made  for  the  Polyphemus ;  and  this  change  in  the  order 
of  sailing  was  executed  with  the  utmost  promptitude ;  yet  so 
much  delay  had  thus  been  unavoidably  occasioned  ;  that  the 
Edgar  was  for  some  time  unsupported ;  and  the  Polyphemus, 
whose  place  should  be  at  the  end  of  the  enemy's  line,  where 
their  strength  was  the  greatest,  could  get  no  further  than  the 
beginning,  owing  to  the  difficulty  of  the  channel ;  there  she  oc- 
cupied indeed  an  efficient  station,  but  one  where  her  presence 
was  less  required.  The  Isis  followed,  with  better  fortune,  and 
took  her  own  berth.  The  Bellona,  Sir  Thomas  Boulden  Thomp- 
son, kept  too  close  on  the  starboard  shoal,  and  grounded 
abreast  of  the  outer  ship  of  the  enemy  ;  this  was  the  more 
vexatious,  inasmuch  as  the  wind  was  fair,  the  room  ample,  and 
three  ships  had  led  the  way.  The  Russell  following  the  Bellona, 
grounded  in  like  manner  ;  both  were  within  reach  of  shot,  but 
their  absence  from  their  intended  stations  was  severely  felt. 
Each  ship  had  been  ordered  to  pass  her  leader  on  the  starboard 
side,  because  the  water  was  supposed  to  shoal  on  the  larboard 
shore.  Nelson,  who  came  next  after  these  two  ships,  thought 
they  had  kept  too  far  on  the  starboard  direction,  and  made 
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signal  for  them  to  close  with  the  enemy,  not  knowing  that 
they  were  aground ;  but  when  he  perceived  that  they  did  not 
obey  the  signal,  he  ordered  the  Elephant's  helm  to  starboard, 
and  went  within  these  ships ;  thus  quitting  the  appointed 
order  of  sailing,  and  guiding  those  which  were  to  follow.  The 
greater  part  of  the  fleet  were  probably,  by  this  act  of  prompti- 
tude on  his  part,  saved  from  going  on  shore.  Each  ship,  as  she 
arrived  nearly  opposite  to  her  appointed  station,  let  her  anchor 
go  by  the  stern,  and  presented  her  broadside  to  the  Danes.  The 
distance  between  each  was  about  half  a  cable.  The  action  was 
fought  nearly  at  the  distance  of  a  cable's  length  from  the 
enemy.  This,  which  rendered  its  continuance  so  long,  was  owing 
to  the  ignorance  and  consequent  indecision  of  the  pilots.  In 
pur-suance  of  the  same  error  which  had  led  the  Bellona  and  the 
Jiussell  aground,  they,  when  the  lead  was  at  a  quarter  less  five, 
refused  to  approach  nearer,  in  dread  of  shoaling  tlieir  water  on 
the  larboard  shore  ;  a  fear  altogether  erroneous,  for  the  water 
deepened  up  to  the  very  side  of  the  enemy's  line.  )C 

At  five  minutes  after  ten  the  action  began.  The  first  half 
of  our  fleet  was  engaged  in  about  half  an  hour  ;  and  by  half- 
past  eleven,  the  battle  became  general.  The  plan  of  the  attack 
had  been  complete :  but  seldom  has  any  plan  been  more  dis- 
concerted by  untoward  accidents.  Of  twelve  ships  of  the  line, 
one  was  entirely  useless,  and  two  others  in  a  situation  where 
they  could  not  render  half  the  service  which  was  required  of 
them.  Of  the  squadron  of  gun-brigs  only  one  could  get  into 
action ;  the  rest  were  prevented,  by  baffling  currents,  from 
weathering  the  eastern  end  of  the  shoal ,  and  only  two  of  the 
bomb- vessels  could  reach  their  station  on  the  Middle  Ground, 
and  open  their  mortars  on  the  arsenal,  firing  over  both  fleets. 
Riou  took  the  vacant  station  against  the  Crown  Battery,  with 
his  frigates ;  attempting  with  that  unequal  force,  a  service  in 
which  three  sail  of  the  line  had  been  directed  to  assist. 

Nelson's  agitation  had  been  extreme  when  he  saw  himself, 
before  the  action  began,  deprived  of  a  fourth  part  of  his  ships 
of  the  line  ;  but  no  sooner  was  he  in  battle,  where  his  squadron 
was  received  with  the  fire  of  more  than  a  thousand  guns,  than, 
as  if  that  artillery  like  music,  had  driven  away  all  care  and 
painful  thoughts,  his  countenance  brightened  ;  and,  as  a  by- 
stander describes  him,  his  conversation  became  joyous,  animated, 
elevated  and  delightful.     The  commander-in-chief,  meantime, 
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near  enough  to  the  scene  of  action  to  know  the  unfavourable 
accidents  which  had  so  materially  weakened  Nelson,  and  yet 
too  distant  to  knpw  the  real  state  of  the  contending  parties, 
suffered  the  most  dreadful  anxiety.  To  get  to  his  assistance 
was  impossible  ;  both  wind  and  current  were  against  him.  Fear 
for  the  event,  in  such  circumstances,  would  naturally  prepond- 
erate in  the  bravest  mind  ;  and,  at  one  o'clock,  perceiving  that, 
after  three  hours'  endurance,  the  enemy's  fire  was  unslacked, 
he  began  to  despair  of  success.  '*  I  will  make  the  signal  of 
recall,"  said  he  to  his  captain,  "  for  Nelson's  sake.  If  he  is  in 
a  condition  to  continue  the  action  successfully,  he  will  disre- 
gard it ;  if  he  is  not,  it  will  be  an  excuse  for  his  retreat,  and 
no  blame  can  be  imputed  to  him."  Captain  Domett  urged 
him  at  least  to  delay  the  signal  till  he  could  communicate  with 
Nelson  ;  but,  in  Sir  Hyde's  opinion,  the  danger  was  too  pres- 
sing for  delay  : — "  The  fire,"  he  said,  "  was  too  hot  for  Nelson 
to  oppose ;  a  retreat  he  thought  must  be  made,  he  was  aware 
of  the  consequences  to  his  own  personal  reputation,  but  it 
would  be  cowardly  in  him  to  leave  Nelson  to  bear  the  whole 
shame  of  the  failure,  if  shame  it  should  be  deemed."  Under  a 
mistaken  judgment,*  therefore,  but  with  this  disinterested  and 
generous  feeling,  he  made  the  signal  for  retreat. 

Nelson  was  at  this  time,  in  all  the  excitement  of  action, 
pacing  the  quarter-deck.  A  shot  through  the  mainmast 
knocked  the  splinters  about ;  and  he  observed  to  one  of  his 
officers  with  a  smile,  "It  is  warm  work  ;  and  this  day  may  be 
the  last  to  any  of  us  at  a  moment ; " — and  then  stopping  short 
at  the  gangway,  added  with  emotion — "But  mark  you!  I 
would  not  be  elsewhere  for  thousands."  About  this  time  the 
signal  lieutenant  called  out,  that  No.  39  (the  signal  for  discon- 
tinuing action)  was  thrown  out  by  the  commander-in-chief. 
He  continued  to  walk  the  deck,  and  appeared  to  take  no  notice 
of  it.  The  signal  officer  met  him  at  the  next  turn,  and  asked 
him  if  he  should  repeat  it.  "  No,"  he  replied,  "  acknowledge 
it."  Presently  he  called  after  him  to  know  if  the  signal  for 
close  action  was  still  hoisted  ; 'and  being  answered  in  the 
affirmative,  said,  "  Mind  you  keep  it  so."  He  now  paced  the 
deck,  moving  the  stump  of  his  lost  arm  in  a  manner  which 

*  I  have  great  pleasure  in  rendering  this  justice  to  Sir  Hyde  Parker's 
reasoning.  The  fact  is  here  stated  upon  the  highest  and  most  unquestion- 
able authority. 
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always  indicated  great  emotion.  "  Do  you  know,"  said  he  to 
Mr.  Ferguson,  "  what  is  shown  on  board  the  commander-in- 
chief?  No.  39  !  "  Mr.  Ferguson  asked  what  that  meant, — 
"  Why,  to  leave  off  action  !"  Then,  shrugging  up  his  shoulders, 
he  repeated  the  words — "Leave  off  action]  Now,  damn  me 
if  I  do !  You  know,  Foley,"  turning  to  the  captain.  "I  have 
only  one  eye, — I  have  a  right  to  be  blind  sometimes  :  " — and 
then,  putting  the  glass  to  his  blind  eye,  in  that  mood  of  mind 
which  sports  with  bitterness,  he  exclaimed,  "  I  really  do  not 
see  the  signal !  "  Presently  he  exclaimed,  "  Damn  the  signal ! 
Keep  mine  for  closer  battle  flying  !  That's  the  way  I  answer 
such  signals  !  Nail  mine  to  the  mast !  "  Admiral  Graves, 
who  was  so  situated  that  he  could  not  discern  what  was  done 
on  board  the  Elephant,  disobeyed  Sir  Hyde's  signal  in  like 
manner :  whether  by  fortunate  mistake,  or  by  a  like  brave 
intention,  has  not  been  made  known.  The  other  ships  of  the 
line,  looking  only  to  Nelson,  continued  the  action.  The  signal, 
however,  saved  Riou's  little  squadron,  but  did  not  save  its 
heroic  leader.  This  squadron,  which  was  nearest  the  com- 
mander-in-chief, obeyed,  and  hauled  off.  It  had  suffered  severely 
in  its  most  unequal  contest.  For  a  long  time  the  Amazon  had 
been  firing,  enveloped  in  smoke,  when  Riou  desired  his  men  to 
stand  fast,  and  let  the  smoke  clear  off,  that  they  might  see 
what  they  were  about.  A  fatal  order  ;  for  the  Danes  then  got 
clear  sight  of  her  from  the  batteries,  and  pointed  their  guns 
with  such  tremendous  effect,  that  nothing  but  the  signal  for 
retreat  saved  this  frigate  from  destruction  "  What  will 
Nelson  think  of  us!"  was  Riou's  mournful  exclamation,  when 
he  unwillingly  drew  off.  He  had  been  wounded  in  the  head 
by  a  splinter,  and  was  sitting  on  a  gun,  encouraging  his  men, 
when,  just  as  the  Amazon  showed  her  stern  to  the  Trekroner 
Battery,  his  clerk  was  killed  by  his  side ;  and  another  shot 
swept  away  several  marines,  who  were  hauling  in  the  main- 
brace.  "  Come,  then,  my  boys  !  "  cried  Riou,  *'  let  us  die  all 
together !  "  The  words  had  scarcely  been  uttered,  before  a 
raking  shot  cut  him  in  two.  Except  it  had  been  Nelson 
himself,  the  British  navy  could  not  have  suffered  a  severer 
loss. 

The  action  contiued  along  the  line  with  unabated  vigor  on  our 
side,  and  with  the  most  determined  resolution  on  the  part  of 
the  Danes.     They  fought  to  great  advantage,  because  most  of 
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the  vessels  in  their  line  of  defence  were  without  masts :  the 
few  which  had  any  standing  had  their  top-masts  struck,  and 
the  hulls  could  only  be  seen  at  intervals.  The  Isis  must  have 
been  destroyed  by  the  superior  weight  of  her  enemy's  tire,  if 
Captain  Inman,  in  the  Desiree  frigate,  had  not  judiciously 
taken  a  situation  which  enabled  him  to  rake  the  Dane,  and  if 
the  Polyphemus  had  not  also  relieved  her.  Both  in  the  Bellona 
aad  the  Isis  many  men  were  lost  by  the  bursting  of  their  guns. 
The  former  ship  was  about  forty  years  old,  and  these  guns 
were  believed  to  be  the  same  which  she  had  first  taken  to  sea  : 
they  were,  probably,  originally  faulty,  for  the  fragments  were 
full  of  little  air-holes.  The  Bellona  lost  seventy-five  men  :  the 
Isis,  one  hundred  and  ten  ;  the  Monarch,  two  hundred  and  ten. 
She  was,  more  than  any  other  line  of  battle  ship,  exposed 
to  the  great  battery ;  and  supporting,  at  the  same  time,  the 
united  fire  of  the  Holstein  and  the  Zealand,  her  loss  this  day 
exceeded  that  of  any  single  ship  during  the  whole  war.  Amid 
the  tremendous  carnage  in  this  vessel,  some  of  the  men  dis- 
played a  singular  instance  of  coolness  :  the  pork  and  peas  hap- 
pened to  be  in  the  kettle  ;  a  shot  knocked  its  contents  about ; 
they  picked  up  the  pieces,  and  ate  and  fought  at  the  same  time. 
The  prince-royal  had  taken  his  station  upon  one  of  the  bat- 
teries, from  whence  he  beheld  the  action,  and  issued  his  orders. 
Denmark  had  never  been  engaged  in  so  arduous  a  contest,  and 
never  did  the  Danes  more  nobly  display  their  national  courage  : 
— a  courage  not  more  unhappily,  than  impoliticly  exerted  in 
subserviency  to  the  interest  of  France.  Captain  Thura,  of  the 
Indfoedsretten,  fell  early  in  the  action  ;  and  all  his  officers, 
except  one  lieutenant  and  one  marine  officer,  were  either  killed 
or  wounded.  In  the  confusion,  the  colours  were  either  struck 
or  shot  away  ;  but  she  was  moored  athwart  one  of  the  batteries 
in  such  a  situation,  that  the  British  made  no  attempt  to  board 
her ;  and  a  boat  was  despatched  to  the  prince,  to  inform  him 
of  her  situation.  He  turned  to  those  about  him,  and  said, 
"  Gentlemen,  Thura  is  killed  :  which  of  you  will  take  the  com- 
mand ? "  Schroedersee,  a  captain  who  had  lately  resigned,  on 
account  of  extreme  ill  health,  answered,  in  a  feeble  voice,  "  I 
will !  "  and  hastened  on  board.  The  crew,  perceiving  a  new 
commander  coming  alongside,  hoisted  their  colours  again,  and 
fired  a  broadside.  Schroedersee,  when  he  came  on  deck,  found 
himself  surrounded  by  the  dead  and   wounded,   and    called  to 
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those  in  the  boat  to  get  quickly  on  board  :  a  ball  struck  him  at 
that  moment.  A  lieutenant,  who  had  accompanied  him,  then 
took  the  command,  and  continue'd  to  light  the  ship.  A  youth 
of  seventeen,  by  name  Villemoes,  particularly  distinguished 
himself  on  this  memorable  day.  He  had  volunteered  to  take 
the  command  of  a  floating  battery  ;  which  was  a  raft,  consist- 
ing merely  of  a  number  of  beams  nailed  together,  with  a  floor- 
ing to  support  the  guns  :  it  was  square,  with  a  breastwork  full 
of  port-holes,  and  without  masts — carrying  twenty-four  guns, 
and  one  hundred  and  twenty  men.  With  this  he  got  under 
the  stern  of  the  Elephant,  below  the  reach  of  the  stern-chasers  ; 
and,  under  a  heavy  fire  of  small  arms  from  the  marines,  fought 
his  raft,  till  the  truce  was  announced,  with  such  skill,  as  well 
as  courage,  as  to  excite  Nelson's  warmest  admiration.  ^ 

Between  one  and  two  the  fire  of  the  Danes  slackened  ;  about 
two  it  ceased  from  the  greater  part  of  their  line,  and  some  of 
their  lighter  ships  were  adrift.  It  was,  however,  difficult  to 
take  possession  of  those  which  struck,  because  the  batteries  on 
Amak  Island  protected  them  ;  and  because  an  irregular  fire 
was  kept  up  from  the  ships  themselves  as  the  boats  approached. 
This  arose  from  the  nature  of  the  action ;  the  crews  were  con- 
tinually reinforced  from  the  shore  :  and  fresh  men  coming  on 
board,  did  not  inquire  whether  the  flag  had  been  struck,  or, 
perhaps  did  not  heed  it ; — many,  or  most  of  them,  never  having 
been  engaged  in  war  before — knowing  nothing,  therefore,  of 
its  laws,  and  thinking  only  of  defending  their  country  to  the 
last  extremity.  The  Danbrog  fired  upon  the  Elephant's  boats 
in  this  manner,  though  her  commodore  had  removed  her  pend- 
ant and  deserted  her,  though  she  had  struck,  and  though  she 
was  in  flames.  After  she  had  been  abandoned  by  the  commo- 
dore, Braun  faught  her  till  he  lost  his  right  hand,  and  then 
Captain  Lemming  took  the  command.  This  unexpected  re- 
newal of  her  fire  made  the  Elephant  and  Glatton  renew  theirs, 
till  she  was  not  only  silenced,  but  nearly  every  man  in  the 
praams  ahead  and  astern  of  her  was  killed.  When  the  smoke 
of  their  guns  died  away,  she  was  seen  drifting  in  flames  before 
the  wind,  those  of  her  crew  who  remained  alive,  and  able  to 
exert  themselves,  throwing  themselves  out  at  her  port-holes. 

Captain  Rothe  commanded  the  Nyeborg  praam  ;  and,  per- 
ceiving that  she  could  not  much  longer  be  kept  afloat,  made 
for  the  inner  road.      As  he  passed  the  line,  he  found  the  Ag- 
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gershuus  praam  in  a  more  miserable  condition  than  his  own  ; 
her  masts  had  all  gone  by  the  board,  and  she  was  on  the  point 
of  sinking.  Rothe  made  fast  a  cable  to  her  stern,  and  towed 
her  off  :  but  he  could  get  her  no  further  than  a  shoal,  called 
Stubben,  when  she  sunk  ;  and  soon  after  he  had  worked  the 
Nyeborg  up  to  the  landing  place,  that  vessel  also  sunk  to  her 
gunwale.  Never  did  any  vessel  come  out  of  action  in  a  more 
dreadful  plight.  The  stump  of  her  foremast  was  the  only 
stick  standing  ;  her  cabin  had  been  stove  in ;  every  gun  except 
a  single  one,  was  dismounted  ;  and  her  deck  was  covered  with 
shattered  limbs  and  dead  bodies. 

By  half-past  two  the  action  had  ceased  along  that  part  of 
the  line  which  was  astern  of  the  Elephant,  but  not  with  the 
ships  ahead  and  the  Crown  Batteries.  Nelson,  seeing  the 
manner  in  which  his  boats  were  fired  upon,  when  they  went  to 
take  possession  of  the  prizes,  became  angry,  and  said,  he  must 
either  send  on  shore  to  have  this  irregular  proceeding  stopped ^ 
or  send  a  fire-ship  and  burn  them.  Half  the  shot  from  the 
Trekroner,  and  from  the  batteries  at  Amak,  at  this  time 
struck  the  surrendered  ships,  four  of  which  had  got  close  to- 
gether ;  and  the  fire  of  the  English  in  return,  was  equally,  or 
even  more  destructive  to  these  poor  devoted  Danes.  Nelson,, 
who  was  as  humane  as  he  was  brave,  "was  shocked  at  this  mas- 
sacre— for  such  he  called  it — and,  with  a  presence  of  mind 
peculiar  to  himself,  and  never  more  signally  displayed  than 
now,  he  retired  into  the  stem  galley,  and  wrote  thus  to  the 
crown  prince  :  "  Yice- Admiral  Lord  Nelson  has  been  com- 
manded to  spare  Denmark,  when  she  no  longer  resists.  The 
line  of  defence  which  covered  her  shores  has  struck  to  the 
British  flag  ;  but  if  the  firing  is  continued  on  the  part  of  Den- 
mark, he  must  set  on  fire  all  the  prizes  he  has  taken,  without 
having  the  power  of  sa\'ing  the  men  who  have  so  nobly  de- 
fended them.  The  brave  Danes  are  the  brothers,  and  should 
never  be  the  enemies  of  the  English."  A  wafer  was  given  him 
but  he  ordered  a  candle  to  be  brought  from  the  cockpit,  and 
sealed  the  letter  with  wax,  aflixing  a  larger  seal  than  he  ordi- 
narily used.  "  This,"  said  he,  "is  no  time  to  appear  hurried 
and  informal."  Captain  Sir  Frederick  Thesiger,  who  acted  as 
his  aide-de-camp,  carried  this  letter  with  a  flag  of  truce. 
Meantime  the  fire  of  the  ships  ahead,  and  the  approach  of  the 
Ramillies  and   Defence,  from   Sir  Hyde's  division,  which  had 
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now  worked  near  enough  to  alarm  the  enemy,  though  not  to 
injure  them,  silenced  the  remainder  of  the  Danish  line  to  the 
eastward  of  the  Trekroner.  The  battery,  however,  continued 
its  fire.  This  formidable  work,  owing  to  the  want  of  the  ships 
which  had  be^^n  destined  to  attack  it,  and  the  inadequate  force 
of  Riou's  little  squadron,  was  comparatively  uninjured  ;  to- 
wards the  close  of  the  action  it  had  been  manned  with  nearly 
fifteen  hundred  men,  and  the  intention  of  storming  it,  foi 
which  every  preparation  had  been  made,  was  abandoned  as  im- 
practicable. 

During  Thesiger's  absence,  Nelson  sent  for  Freemantle,  from 
the  Ganges,  and  consulted  with  him  and  Foley,  whether  it  was 
advisable  to  advance,  with  those  ships  which  had  sustained 
least  damage,  against  the  yet  uninjured  part  of  the  Danisli 
line.  They  were  decidedly  of  opinion,  that  the  best  thing 
which  could  be  done  was,  while  the  wind  continued  fair,  to  re- 
move the  fleet  out  of  the  intricate  channel,  from  which  it  had 
to  retreat.  In  somewhat  more  than  half-an-hour  after  Thes- 
iger  had  been  despatched,  the  Danish  adjutant-general,  Lind 
holm,  came  bearing  a  flag  of  truce  :  upon  which  the  Trekronei 
ceased  to  fire,  and  the  action  closed,  after  four  hours'  continu 
ance.  He  brought  an  inquiry  from  the  prince,  What  was  thf 
object  of  Nelson's  note  1  The  British  admiral  wrote  in  reply 
"  Lord  Nelson's  object  in  sending  the  flag  of  truce  was  human- 
ity ;  he  therefore  consents  that  hostilities  shall  cease,  and  that 
the  wounded  Danes  may  be  taken  on  shore.  And  Lord  Nel 
son  will  take  his  prisoners  out  of  the  vessels,  and  burn  or  carrji 
off"  his  prizes  as  he  shall  think  fit.  Lord  Nelson,  with  humble 
duty  to  his  royal  highness  the  prince,  will  consider  this  the 
greatest  victory  he  has  ever  gained,  if  it  may  be  the  cause  of  a 
happy  reconciliation  and  union  between  his  own  most  gracious 
sovereign  and  his  majesty,  the  King  of  Denmark." — Sir  Fred 
erick  Thesiger  was  despatched  a  second  time  with  the  reply  : 
and  the  Danish  adjutant-general  was  referred  to  the  command- 
er-in-chief for  a  conference  upon  this  overture.  Lindholm, 
assenting  to  this,  proceeded  to  the  London,  which  was  riding 
at  anchor  full  four  miles  ofi" ;  and  Nelson,  losing  not  one  of  the 
critical  moments  which  he  had  thus  gained,  made  signal  for 
his  leading  ships  to  weigh  in  succession  : — they  had  the  shoal 
to  clear,  they  were  much  crippled,  and  their  course  was  im- 
mediately under  the  guns  of  the  Trekroner.  ^ 
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The  Monarch  led  the  way.  This  ship  had  received  six-and- 
twenty  shot  between  wind  an  water.  She  had  not  a  shroud 
standing  ;  their  was  a  double-headed  shot  in  the  heart  of  her 
foremast  and  the  slightest  wind  would  have  sent  every  mast 
over  her  side.*  The  imminent  danger  from  which  Nelson  had 
extricated  himself  soon  became  apparent  ;  the  Monarch  touch- 
ed immediately  upon  a  shoal,  over  which  she  was  pushed  by 
the  Ganges  taking  her  amidships  ;  the  Glatton  went  clear  ; 
but  the  other  two,  the  Defiance  and  the  Elephant,  grounded 
about  a  mile  from  the  Trekroner,  and  there  remained  fixed  for 
many  hours,  in  spite  of  all  the  exertions  of  their  wearied  crews. 
The  Desiree  frigate  also,  at  the  other  end  of  the  line,  having 
gone  toward  the  close  of  the  action  to  assist  the  Bellona,  be- 
came fast  on  the  same  shoal.  Nelson  left  the  Elephant,  soon 
after  she  took  the  ground,  to  follow  Lindholm.  The  heat  of 
action  was  over  ;  and  that  kind  of  feeling,  which  the  surround- 
ing scene  of  havoc  was  so  well  fitted  to  produce,  pressed  heavily 
upon  his  exhausted  spirits.  The  sky  had  suddenly  become 
overcast  ;  white  flags  were  waving  from  the  mast-heads  of  so 
many  shattered  ships  : — the  slaughter  had  ceased,  but  the  grief 
was  to  come  ;  for  the  account  of  the  dead  was  not  yet  made 
up,  and  no  man  could  tell  for  what  friend  he  would  have  to 
mourn.  The  very  silence  which  follows  the  cessation  of  such 
a  battle  becomes  a  weight  upon  the  heart  at  first,  rather  than 
a  relief  ;  and  though  the  work  of  mutual  destruction  was  at  an 
end,  the  Danbrog  was,  at  this  time,  drifting  about  in  flames  ; 
presently  she  blew  up,  while  our  boats,  which  had  put  off"  in 
all  directions  to  assist  her,  were  endeavouring  to  pick  up  her 
devoted  crew,  few  of  whom  could  be  saved.  The  fate  of  these 
men,  after  the  gallantry  which  they  had  displayed,  particularly 
affected  Nelson  ;  for  there  was  nothing  in  this  action  of  that 
indignation  against  the  enemy,  and  that  impression  of  retribu- 
tive justice,  which  at  the  Nile  had  given  a  sterner  temper  to 
his  mind,  and  a  sense  of  austere  delight,  in  beholding  the 
vengeance  of  which  he  was  the  appointed    minister.        The 

*It  would  have  been  well  if  the  fleet,  before  they  went  under  the  batter- 
ies, had  left  their  spare  spars  moored  out  of  reach  of  shot.  Many  would 
have  been  saved  which  were  destroyed  lying  on  the  booms,  and  the  hurt 
done  by  their  splinters  would  have  been  saved  also.  Small  craft  could  have 
towed  them  up  when  they  were  required  :  and  after  such  an  action,  so  many 
must  neccessarily  be  wanted,  that,  if  those  which  were  not  in  use  were 
wounded,  it  might  thus  have  been  rendered  impossible  to  refit  the  ships. 
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Danes  were  an  honorable  foe  ;  they  were  of  English  mould  as 
well  as  English  blood  ;  and  now  that  the  battle  had  ceased,  he 
regarded  them  rather  as  brethern  than  as  enemies.  There  was- 
another  reflection  also,  which  mingled  with  these  melancholy 
thoughts,  and  predisposed  him  to  receive  them.  He  was  not 
here  master  of  his  own  movements,  as  at  Egypt  ;  he  had  won, 
the  day  by  disobeying  his  orders  ;  and  in  so  far  as  he  had  been 
successful,  had  convicted  the  commander-in-chief  of  an  error  in 
judgment.  "  Well,"  said  he,  as  he  left  the  Elephant,  "  I  have 
fought  contrary  to  orders,  and  I  shall  perhaps  be  hanged  I 
Never  mind,  let  them  !" 

This  was  the  language  of  a  man,  who,  while  he  is  giving 
utterance  to  an  uneasy  thought,  clothes  it  half  in  jest,  because 
he  half  repents  that  it  has  been  disclosed.  His  services  had 
been  too  eminent  on  that  day,  his  judgment  too  conspicuous, 
his  success  too  signal,  for  any  commander,  however  jealous  of 
his  own  authority,  or  envious  of  another's  merits,  to  express 
anything  but  satisfaction  and  gratitude,  which  Sir  Hyde 
heartily  felt  and  sincerely  expressed.  It  was  speedily  agreed 
that  there  should  be  a  suspension  of  hostilities  for  four  and 
twenty  hours  ;  that  all  the  prizes  should  be  surrendered  and 
the  wounded  Danes  carried  on  shore.  There  was  a  pressing 
necessity  for  this  ;  for  the  Danes,  either  from  too  much  confi- 
dence in  the  strength  of  their  position,  and  the  diificulty  of  the 
channel  ;  or  supposing  that  the  wounded  might  be  carried  on 
shore  during  the  action,  which  was  found  totally  impracticable  ; 
or,  perhaps,  from  the  confusion  which  the  attack  excited,  had 
.  provided  no  surgeons  ;  so  that,  when  our  men  boarded  the  cap- 
tured ships,  they  found  many  of  the  mangled  and  mutilated 
Danes  bleeding  to  death  for  want  of  proper  assistance  ;  a  scene, 
of  all  others,  the  most  shocking  to  a  brave  man's  feelings. 

The  boats  of  Sir  Hyde's  division  were  actively  employed  all 
night  in  bringing  out  the  prizes,  and  in  getting  afloat  the  ships 
that  were  on  shore.  At  day -break.  Nelson,  who  had  slept  in 
his  own  ship,  the  St.  George,  rowed  to  the  Elephant,  and  his 
delight  at  finding  her  afloat,  seemed  to  give  him  new  life. 
There  he  took  a  hasty  breakfast,  praising  the  men  for  their 
exertions,  and  then  pushed  off"  to  the  prizes  which  had  not  yet 
been  removed.  The  Zealand,  74,  the  last  which  struck,  had 
drifted  on  the  shoal  under  the  Trekroner  ;  and  relying,  as  it 
seems,  upon  the  protection  which  that  battery  might  have  af- 
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forded,  refused  to  acknowledge  herself  captured,  saying,  that, 
though  it  was  true  her  flag  was  not  to  be  seen,  her  pendant 
was  still  flying.  Nelson  ordered  one  of  our  brigs  and  three 
long-boats  to  approach  her,  and  rowed  up  himself  to  one  of  the 
enemy's  ships  to  communicate  with  the  commodore.  This 
ofiicer  proved  to  be  an  old  acquaintance,  whom  he  had  known 
in  the  West  Indies  ;  so  he  invited  himself  on  board  ;  and  with 
that  urbanity,  as  well  as  decision,  which  always  characterised 
him,  urged  his  claim  to  the  Zealand  so  well,  that  it  was  admit- 
ted. The  men  from  the  boats  lashed  a  cable  round  her  bow- 
sprit, and  the  gun-vessel  towed  her  away.  It  is  afiirmed, 
and  probably  with  truth,  that  the  Danes  felt  more  pain  at  be- 
holding this,  than  at  all  their  misfortunes  on  the  preceding 
day  ;  and  one  of  the  officers.  Commodore  Steen  Bille,  went  to 
the  Trekroner  battery,  and  asked  the  commander,  why  he  had 
not  sunk  the  Zealand,  rather  than  suffer  her  thus  to  be  carried 
off'  by  the  enemy  1 

This,  was  indeed,  a  mournful  day  for  Copenhagen  !  It  was 
Oood  Friday  ;  but  the  general  agitation,  and  the  mourning 
which  was  in  every  house,  made  all  distinction  of  days  be  for- 
gotten. There  were,  at  that  hour,  thousands  in  that  city  who 
felt,  and  more,  perhaps,  who  needed,  the  consolations  of 
Christianity  ; — but  few  or  none  who  could  be  calm  enough  to 
think  of  its  observances.  The  English  were  actively  employed  in 
refitting  their  own  ships,  securing  the  prizes,  and  distributing 
the  prisoners ;  the  Danes,  in  carrying  on  shore  and  disposing 
of  the  wounded  and  the  dead. — It  had  been  a  murderous  action. 
Our  loss,  in  killed  and  wounded,  was  nine  hundred  and  fifty- 
three.  Part  of  this  slaughter  might  have  been  spared.  The 
commanding  officer  of  the  troops  on  board  one  of  our  ships, 
asked  where  his  men  should  be  stationed  1  He  was  told  that 
they  could  be  of  no  use  ;  that  they  were  not  near  enough  for 
niusquetry,  and  were  not  wanted  at  the  guns  ;  they  had,  there- 
fore, better  go  below.  This,  he  said,  was  impossible, — it  would 
be  a  disgrace  that  could  never  be  wiped  away.  They  were, 
therefore,  drawn  up  upon  the  gangway,  to  satisfy  this  cruel 
point  of  honour  ;  and  there,  without  the  possibility  of  annoying 
the  enemy,  they  were  mowed  down  !  The  loss  of  the  Danes, 
including  prisoners,  amounted  to  about  six  thousand.  The 
negotiations,  meantime,  went  on  ;  and  it  was  agreed  that  Nelson 
should  have  an  interview  with  the  prince  the  following  day. 


102 

Hardy  and  Freemantle  landed  with  him.  This  was  a  thing  as 
unexampled  as  the  other  circumstances  of  the  battle.  A  strong 
guard  was  appointed  to  escort  him  to  the  palace,  as  much  for 
the  purpose  of  security  as  of  honour.  The  populace,  according 
to  the  British  account,  showed  a  mixture  of  admiration,  curi- 
osity, and  displeasure,  at  beholding  that  man  in  the  midst  of 
them  who  had  inflicted  such  wounds  upon  Denmark.  But  there 
were  neither  acclamations  nor  murmurs.  "  The  people,"  says  a 
Dane,  did  not  degrade  themselves  with  the  former,  nor  disgrace 
themselves  with  the  latter  ;  the  admiral  was  received  as  one 
brave  enemy  ever  ought  to  receive  another  :— he  was  received 
with  respect."  The  preliminaries  of  the  negotiation  were  ad- 
justed at  this  interview.  During  the  repast  which  followed, 
Nelson,  with  all  the  sincerity  of  his  character,  bore  willing  tes- 
timony to  the  valour  of  his  foes.  He  told  the  prince  that  he  had 
been  in  a  hundred  and  five  engagements,  but  that  this  was  the 
most  tremendous  of  all.  "  The  French,"  he  said,  fought  bravely, 
but  they  could  not  have  stood  for  one  hour,  the  tight  which  the 
Danes  had  supported  for  four."  He  requested  that  Villemoes 
might  be  introduced  to  him ;  and,  shaking  hands  with  the 
youth,  told  the  prince  that  he  ought  to  be  made  an  admiral. 
The  prince  replied  :  "  If,  my  Lord,  I  am  to  make  all  my  brave 
officers  admirals,  1  should  have  no  captains  or  lieutenants  in 
my  service." 

The  sympathy  of  the  Danes  for  their  countrymen  who  had 
bled  in  their  defence,  was  not  weakened  by  distance  of  time  or 
place  in  this  instance.  Things  needful  for  the  service,  or  the 
comfort  of  the  wounded,  were  sent  in  profusion  to  the  hospitals, 
till  the  superintendents  gave  public  notice  that  they  could  re- 
ceive no  more.  On  the  third  day  after  the  action  the  dead  were 
buried  in  the  naval  churchyard ;  the  ceremony  was  made  as 
public  and  as  solemn  as  the  occasion  required  ;  such  a  proces- 
sion had  never  before  been  seen  in  that,  or,  perhaps,  in  any 
other  city.  A  public  monument  was  erected  upon  the  spot 
where  the  slain  were  gathered  together.  A  subscription  was. 
opened  on  the  day  of  the  funeral  for  the  relief  of  the  sufferers, 
and  collections  in  aid  of  it  made  throughout  all  the  churches, 
in  the  kingdom.  This  appeal  to  the  feelings  of  the  people  was 
made  with  circumstances  which  gave  it  full  effect.  A  monu- 
ment was  raised  in  the  midst  of  the  church,  surmounted  by  the 
Danish  colors ;  young  maidens,  dressed  in  whitCj  stood  round 
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it,  with  either  one  who  had  been  wounded  in  the  battle,  or  the 
widow  and  orphans  of  some  one  who  had  fallen ;  a  suitable 
oration  was  delivered  from  the  pulpit,  and  patriotic  hymns  and 
songs  were  afterwards  performed.  Medals  were  distributed 
to  all  the  officers,  and  to  the  men  who  had  distinguished  them- 
selves. Poets  and  painters  vied  with  each  other  in  celebrating 
a  battle,  which,  disastrous  as  it  was,  had  yet  been  honourable 
to  their  country  ;  some  with  pardonable  sophistry,  represented 
the  advantage  of  the  day  as  on  their  own  side.  One  writer  dis- 
covered a  more  curious,  but  less  disputable,  ground  of  satisfac- 
tion, in  the  reflection  that  Nelson,  as  may  be  inferred  from  his 
name,  was  of  Danish  descent,  and  his  actions,  therefore,  the 
Dane  argued,  were  attributable  to  Danish  valour. 

The  negotiation  was  continued  during  the  five  following  days, 
and  in  that  interval  the  prizes  were  disposed  of  in  a  manner 
which  was  little  approved  by  Nelson.  Six  line  of  battle  ships 
and  eight  praams  had  been  taken.  Of  these,  the  Holstein,  64, 
was  the  only  one  which  was  sent  home.  The  Zealand  was  a  finer 
ship,  but  the  Zealand,  and  all  the  others,  were  burnt,  and  their 
brass  battering  cannon  sunk  with  the  hulls  in  such  shoal  water, 
that  when  the  fleet  returned  from  Revel,  they  found  the  Danes 
with  craft  over  the  wrecks  employed  in  getting  the  guns  up 
again.  Nelson,  though  he  forbore  from  any  public  expression, 
of  displeasure  at  seeing  the  proofs  and  trophies  of  his  victory 
destroyed,  did  not  forget  to  represent  to  the  admirality  the 
case  of  those  who  were  thus  deprived  of  their  prize  money. 
"  Whether,"  said  he  to  Earl  St.  Vincent,  "  Sir  Hyde  Parker  may 
mention  the  subject  to  you,  I  know  not,  for  he  is  rich  and  does 
not  want  it ;  nor  is  it,  you  will  believe  me,  any  desire  to  get  a 
few  hundred  pounds  that  actuates  me  to  address  this  letter  to 
you  ;  but  justice  to  the  brave  officers  and  men  who  fought  on  that 
day.  It  is  true  our  opponents  were  in  hulks  and  floats,  only 
adapted  to  the  position  they  were  in  ;  but  that  made  our  battle 
so  much  the  harder,  and  victory  so  much  the  more  difficult  to 
obtain.  Believe  me,  I  have  weighed  all  the  circumstances,  and,  in 
my  conscience,  I  think  that  the  king  should  send  a  gracious  mes- 
sage to  the  house  of  commons  for  a  gift  to  this  fleet ;  for  what 
must  be  the  natural  feelings  of  the  officers  and  men  belonging  to 
it,  to  see  their  rich  commander-in-chief  burn  all  the  fruits  of 
their  victory, — which,  if  fitted  up  and  sent  to  England  (as  many 
of  them  might  have  been  by  dismantling  part  of  our  fleet),  would 
have  sold  for  a  good  round  sum." 
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On  the  9th  Nelson  landed  again  to  conclude  the  terms  of  the 
armistice.  During  its  continuance  the  armed  ships  and  vessels 
of  Denmark  were  to  remain  in  their  then  actual  situation,  as  to 
armament,  equipment,  and  hostile  position  ;  and  the  treaty  of 
armed  neutrality,  as  far  as  related  to  the  co-operation  of  Den- 
mark was  suspended.  The  prisoners  were  to  be  sent  on  shore  ; 
an  acknowledgement  being  given  for  them,  and  for  the  wounded 
also,  that  they  might  be  carried  to  Great  Britain's  credit  in  the 
account  of  war  in  case  hostilities  should  be  renewed.  The 
British  fleet  was  allowed  to  provide  itself  with  all  things  re- 
quisite for  the  health  and  comfort  of  its  men.  A  difficulty 
arose  respecting  the  duration  of  the  armistice.  The  Danish 
commissioners  fairly  stated  their  fears  of  Russia ;  and  Nelson, 
with  that  frankness,  which  sound  policy  and  the  sense  of  power 
seem  often  to  require  as  well  as  justify  in  diplomacy,  told  them 
his  reason  for  demanding  a  long  term  was,  that  he  might  have 
time  to  act  against  the  Russian  fleet,  and  then  return  to  Copen- 
hagen. Neither  party  would  yield  upon  this  point ;  and  one  of 
the  Danes  hinted  at  the  renewal  of  hostilities.  "  Renew  hos- 
tilities ?  "  cried  Nelson  to  one  of  his  friends, — for  he  under 
stood  French  enough  to  comprehend  what  was  said,  though  not 
to  answer  it  in  the  same  language ; — "  Tell  him  we  are  ready 
at  a  moment  ! — ready  to  bombard  this  very  night  " — The  con- 
ference, however  proceeded  amicably  on  both  .sides ;  and  as  the 
commissioners  could  not  agree  upon  this  head,  they  broke  up, 
leaving  Nelson  to  settle  it  with  the  prince.  A  levee  was  held 
forthwith  in  one  of  the  state-rooms  ;  a  scene  well  suited  for  such 
a  con.sultation  ;  for  all  these  rooms  had  been  striptof  their  fur- 
niture, in  fear  of  a  bombardment.  To  a  bombardment,  also. 
Nelson  was  looking  at  this  time  ;  fatigue  and  anxiety,  and  vex- 
ation at  the  dilatory  measures  of  the  commander-in-chief,  com- 
bined to  make  him  irritable  ;  and  as  he  was  on  his  way  to  the 
prince's  dining-room,  he  whispered  to  the  officer  on  whose  arm 
he  was  leaning,  "  Though  I  have  only  one  eye,  I  can  see  that 
all  this  will  burn  well."  After  dinner  he  was  closeted  with  the 
prince ;  and  they  agreed  that  the  armistice  should  continue 
fourteen  weeks  ;  and  that  at  its  termination,  fourteen  days' 
notice  should  be  given  before  the  recommencement  of  hostil- 
ities. 

An  official  account  of  the   battle  was  published   by  Olfert 
Fischer,   the    Danish     commander-in-chief,    in    which    it    was 
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asserted  that  our  force  was  greatly  superior  ;  nevertheless,  that 
two  of  our  ships  of  the  line  had  struck,  that  the  others  were  so 
weakened,  and  especially  Lord  Nelson's  own  ship,  as  to  fire 
only  single  shots  for  an  hour  before  the  end  of  the  action  ;  and 
that  this  hero  himself,  in  the  middle  and  very  heat  of  the  con- 
flict, sent  a  flag  of  truce  on  shore  to  propose  a  cessation  of 
hostilities.  For  the  truth  of  this  account  the  Dane  appealed 
to  the  prince,  and  all  those  who,  like  him,  had  been  eye-wit- 
nesses of  the  scene.  Nelson  was  exceedingly  indignant  at  such 
a  statement,  and  addressed  a  letter,  in  confutation  of  it,  to  the 
adjutant-general,  Lindholm  ;  thinking  this  incumbent  upon  him, 
for  the  information  of  the  prince,  since  his  royal  highness  had 
been  appealed  to  as  a  witness:  "Otherwise,"  said  he,  "had 
Commodore  Fischer  confined  himself  to  his  own  veracity,  I 
should  have  treated  his  official  letter  with  the  contempt  it  de- 
served and  allowed  the  world  to  appreciate  the  merits  of  the  two 
contending  officers."  After  pointing  out  and  detecting  some  of 
the  mis-statements  in  the  account,  he  proceeds  :  "  As  to  his 
nonsense  about  victory,  his  royal  highness  will  not  much  credit 
him.  I  sunk,  burned,  captured,  or  drove  into  the  harbour,  the 
whole  line  of  defence  to  the  southward  of  the  Crown  Islands. 
He  says  he  is  told  that  two  British  ships  struck.  Why  did  he 
not  take  possession  of  them  ?  I  took  possession  of  his  as  fast 
as  they  struck.  The  reason  is  clear,  that  he  did  not  believe  it ; 
he  must  have  known  the  falsity  of  the  report.  He  states,  that 
the  ship  in  which  I  had  the  honour  to  hoist  my  flag  fired  latterly 
only  single  guns.  It  is  true  ;  for  steady  and  cool  were  my 
brave  fellows,  and  did  not  wish  to  throw  away  a  single  shot, 
He  seems  to  exult  that  I  sent  on  shore  a  flag  of  truce.  You 
know,  and  his  royal  highness  knows,  that  the  guns  fired  from 
the  shore  could  only  fire  through  the  Danish  ships  which  had 
surrendered,  and  that,  if  I  fired  at  the  shore,  it  could  only  be 
in  the  same  manner.  God  forbid  that  I  should  destroy  an  un- 
resisting Dane  !  When  they  became  my  prisoners,  I  became 
their  protector," 

This  letter  was  written  in  terms  of  great  asperity  against 
the  Danish  commander.  Lindholm  replied  in  a  manner  every 
way  honourable  to  himself.  He  vindicated  the  commodore  in 
some  points,  and  excused  him  in  others,  reminding  Nelson  that 
every  commander-in-chief  was  liable  to  receive  incorrect  re- 
ports.    With  a  natural  desire  to  represent  the  action  in  a  most 
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favourable  light  to  Denmark,  he  took  into  the  comparative 
strength  of  the  two  parties  the  ships  which  were  aground,  and 
which  could  not  get  into  action  :  and  omitted  the  Trekroner 
and  the  batteries  upon  Amak  Island.  He  disclaimed  all  idea 
of  claiming  as  a  victory,  "  what  to  every  intent  and  purpose," 
said  he,  "  was  a  defeat,  but  not  an  inglorious  one.  As  to  your 
lordship's  motive  for  sending  a  flag  of  truce,  it  never  can  be 
misconstrued ;  and  your  subsequent  conduct  has  sufficiently 
shown  that  humanity  is  always  the  companion  of  true  valour. 
You  have  done  more  :  you  have  shown  yourself  a  friend  to  the 
re-establishment  of  peace  and  good  harmony  between  this 
country  and  Great  Britain.  It  is,  therefore,  with  the  sincerest 
esteem  1  shall  always  feel  myself  attached  to  your  lordship." 
Thus  handsomely  winding  up  his  reply,  he  soothed  and  con- 
tented Nelson  •  who,  drawing  up  a  memorandum  of  the  com- 
parative force  of  the  two  parties,  for  his  own  satisfaction, 
assured  Lindholra,  that  if  the  commodore's  statement  had  been 
in  the  same  manly  and  honourable  strain,  he  would  have  been 
the  last  man  to  have  noticed  any  little  inaccuracies  which 
might  get  into  a  commander-in-chief's  public  letter. 

For  the  battle  of  Copenhagen,  Nelson  was  raised  to  the  rank 
of  viscount :  an  inadequate  mark  of  reward  for  services  so  splen- 
did, and  of  such  paramount  importance  to  the  dearest  interests 
of  England.  There  was,  however,  some  prudence  in  dealing 
out  honours  to  him  step  by  step ;  had  he  lived  long  enough,  he 
would  have  fought  his  way  up  to  a  dukedom. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

When  Nelson  informed  Earl  St.  Vincent  that  the  armistice 
had  been  concluded,  he  told  him  also,  without  reserve,  his  own 
discontent  at  the  dilatoriness  and  indecision  which  he  wit- 
nessed, and  could  not  remedy.  "No  man,"  said  he,  "but 
those  who  are  on  the  spot,  can  tell  what  I  have  gone  through, 
and  do  suffer.  I  make  no  scruple  in  saying,  that  I  would  have 
been  at  Revel  fourteen  days  ago  !  that  without  this  armistice, 
the  fleet  would  never  have  gone,  but  by  order  of  the  admiralty  ; 
and  with  it,  I  dare  say,  we  shall  not  go  this  week.  I  wanted 
Sir  Hyde  to  let  me,  at  least  go  and  cruise  off  Carlscrona,  to 
prevent  the  Revel  ships  from  getting  in.  T  said  I  would  not 
go  to  Revel  to  take  any  of  those  laurels  which  I  was  suie  he 
would  reap  there.  Think  for  me,  my  dear  lord  ; — and  if  I 
have  deserved  well,  let  me  return  :  if  ill,  for  Heaven's  sake 
supersede  me, — for  I  cannot  exist  in  this  state." 

Fatigue,  incessant  anxiety,  and  a  climate  little  suited  to  one 
of  a  tender  constitution,  which  had  now  for  many  years  been 
accustomed  to  more  genial  latitudes,  made  him,  at  this  time, 
seriously  determined  upon  returning  home.  "  If  the  northern 
business  were  not  settled,"  he  said,  "they  must  send  more 
admirals ;  for  the  keen  air  of  the  north  had  cut  him  to  the 
heart."  He  felt  the  want  of  activity  and  decision  in  the  com- 
mander-in-chief more  keenly,  and  this  affected  his  spirits,  and, 
consequently,  his  health,  more  than  the  inclemency  of  the 
Baltic.  Soon  after  the  armistice  signed,  Sir  Hyde  proceeded 
to  the  eastward,  with  such  ships  as  were  fit  for  service,  leaving 
Nelson  to  follow  with  the  rest,  as  soon  as  those  which  had 
received  slight  damages  should  be  repaired,  and  the  rest  sent 
to  England.  In  passing  between  the  isles  of  Amak  and  Salt- 
holm,  most  of  the  ships  touched  the  ground,  and  some  of  them 
stuck  fast  for  a  while  ;  no  serious  injury,  however,  was  sus- 
tained. It  was  intended  to  act  against  the  Rus.sians  first, 
before  the  breaking  up  of  the  frost  should  enable  them  to  leave 
Revel ;  but  learning  on  the  way,  that  the  Swedes  had  put  to 
sea  to  effect  a  junction  with  them.  Sir  Hyde  altered  his  course, 
in  hopes  of  intercepting  this  part  of  the  enemy's  force.  Nelson 
had,  at  this  time,  provided  for  the  more  pressing  emergencies. 
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of  the  service,  and  prepared,  on  the  1 8th,  to  follow  the  fleet. 
The  St.  George  drew  too  much  water  to  pass  the  channel 
between  the  isles  without  being  lightened  :  the  guns  were 
therefore  taken  out,  and  put  on  board  an  American  vessel  :  a 
contrary  wind,  however,  prevented  Nelson  from  moving ;  and 
on  that  same  evening,  while  he  was  thus  delayed,  information 
reached  him  of  the  relative  situation  of  the  Swedish  and  British 
fleets,  and  the  probability  of  an  action.  The  fleet  was  nearly 
ten  leagues  distant ;  and  both  wind  and  current  contrary  ;  but 
it  was  not  possible  that  Nelson  could  wait  for  a  favourable 
season  under  such  an  expectation.  He  ordered  his  boat  im- 
mediately, and  stepped  into  it.  Night  was  setting  in, — one  of 
the  cold  spring  nights  of  the  north, — and  it  was  discovered 
soon  after  they  had  left  the  ship,  that  in  their  haste  they  had 
forgotten  to  provide  him  with  a  boat  cloak.  He,  however,  for- 
bade them  to  return  for  one  :  and  when  one  of  his  companions 
offered  his  own  great  coat,  and  uged  him  to  make  use  of  it,  he 
replied  ;  "  I  thank  you  very  much, — but,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
my  anxiety  keeps  me  sufiiciently  warm  at  present." 

"Do  you  think,"  said  he,  presently,  "that  our  fleet  has 
quitted  Bornholm'?  If  it  has,  we  must  follow  it  to  Carlscrona." 
About  midnight  he  reached  it,  and  once  more  got  on  board 
the  Elephant.  On  the  following  morning  the  Swedes  were 
discovered ;  as  soon,  however,  as  they  perceived  the  English 
approaching,  they  retired  and  took  shelter  in  Carlscrona, 
behind  the  batteries  on  the  island,  at  the  entrance  of  that  port. 
Sir  Hyde  sent  in  a  flag  of  truce,  stating,  that  Denmark  had 
concluded  an  armistice,  and  requring  an  explicit  declaration 
from  the  court  of  Sweden,  whether  it  would  adhere  to,  or  abandon 
the  hostile  measures  which  it  had  taken  against  the  rights  and 
interests  of  Great  Britain  1  The  commander,  Vice- Admiral 
Cronstadt,  replied,  "  That  he  could  not  answer  a  question  which 
did  not  come  within  the  particular  circle  of  his  duty  ;  but  that 
the  king  was  then  at  Maloe,  and  would  soon  be  at  Carlscrona.'' 
-Gustavus  shortly  afterwards  arrived,  and  an  answer  was  then 
returned  to  this  effect :  "  That  his  Swedish  Majesty  would  not, 
for  a  moment,  fail  to  fulfil,  with  fidelity  and  sincerity,  the  en- 
gagements he  had  entered  into  with  his  allies ;  but  he  would 
not  refuse  to  listen  to  equitable  proposals  made  by  deputies 
furnished  with  proper  authority  by  the  King  of  Great  Britain 
to  the  united  northern  powers."     Satisfied  with  this  answer, 
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and  with  the  known  disposition  of  the  Swedish  court,  Sir  Hyde 
sailed  for  the  Gulf  of  Finland  ;  but  he  had  not  proceeded  far, 
before  a  despatch  boat,  from  the  Russian  ambassador  at  Copen- 
hagen, arrived,  bringing  intelligence  of  the  death  of  the 
Emperor  Paul ;  and  that  his  successor,  Alexander,  had  excepted 
the  offer  made  by  England  to  his  father,  of  terminating  the 
dispute  by  a  convention ;  the  British  admiral  was  therefore  re- 
quired to  desist  from  all  further  hostilities. 

It  was  Nelson's  maxim  that,  to  negotiate  with  effect,  force 
should  be  at  hand,  and  in  a  situation  to  act.  The  fleet,  having 
been  reinforced  from  England,  amounted  to  eighteen  sail  of 
the  line  ;  and  the  wind  was  fair  for  Revel.  There  he  would 
have  sailed  immediately  to  place  himself  between  that  division 
of  the  Russian  fleet  and  the  squadron  at  Oronstadt,  in  case  this 
offer  should  prove  insincere.  Sir  Hyde,  on  the  other  hand, 
believed  that  the  death  of  Paul  had  eflected  all  that  was  neces- 
sary. The  manner  of  that  death,  indeed,  rendered  it  apparent 
that  a  change  of  policy  would  take  place  in  the  cabinet  of  Peters- 
burg : — but  Nelson  never  trusted  anything  to  the  uncertain 
events  of  time,  which  could  possibly  be  secured  by  promptitude, 
or  resolution.  It  was  not,  therefore,  without  severe  mortifica- 
tion that  he  saw  the  commander-in-chief  return  to  the  coast  of 
Zealand,  and  anchor  in  Kioge  Bay  ;  there  to  wait  patiently 
for  what  might  happen. 

There  the  fleet  remained,  till  despatches  arrived  from  home, 
on  the  5th  of  May,  recalling  Sir  Hyde  and  appointing  Nelson 
commander-in-chief. 

Nelson  wrote  to  Earl  St.  Vincent  that  he  was  unable  to  hold 
this  honourable  station.  Admiral  Graves  also  was  so  ill,  as  to 
be  confined  to  his  bed  ;  and  he  entreated  that  some  person  might 
come  out  and  take  the  command.  "  I  will  endeavour,"  said  he, 
"  to  do  my  best  while  I  remain,  but,  my  dear  lord,  I  shall  either 
soon  go  to  heaven,  I  hope,  or  must  rest  quiet  for  a  time.  If 
Sir  Hyde  were  gone,  I  would  now  be  under  sail."  On  the  day 
when  this  was  written  he  received  news  of  his  appointment.  Not 
a  moment  was  now  lost.  His  first  signal,  as  commander -in-chiff, 
was  to  hoist  in  all  launches,  and  prepare  to  weigh  ;  and  on  the 
7th  he  sailed  from  Kioge.  Part  of  his  fleet  was  left  at  Born- 
holm,  to  watch  the  Swedes,  from  whom  he  required,  and  ob- 
tained, an  assurance,  that  the  British  trade  in  the  Cattegat,  and 
in  the  Baltic,  should  not  be  molested  ;  and   saying  how  un- 
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pleasant  it  would  be  to  him  if  anything  should  happen  which 
might,  for  a  moment,  disturb  the  returning  harmony  between 
Sweden  and  Great  Britain,  he  apprised  them  that  he  was  not 
directed  to  abstain  from  hostilities  should  he  meet  with  the 
Swedish  fleet  at  sea.  Meantime,  he  himself,  with  ten  sail  of 
the  line,  two  frigates,  a  brig,  and  a  schooner,  made  for  the  Gulf 
of  Finland.  Paul,  in  one  of  the  freaks  of  his  tyranny,  had  seized 
upon  all  the  British  effects  in  Russia, and  even  considered  British 
subjects  as  his  prisoners.  "  I  will  have  all  the  English  shipping 
and  property  restored,"  said  Nelson,  "  but  1  will  do  nothing 
violently, — neither  commit  the  affairs  of  my  country,  nor  suffer 
Russia  to  mix  the  affairs  of  Denmark  or  Sweden  with  the  de- 
tention of  our  ships."  The  wind  was  fair,  and  carried  him  in  four 
days  to  Revel  Roads.  But  the  bay  had  been  clear  of  firm  ice 
on  the  29th  of  April,  while  the  English  were  lying  idly  at 
Kioge.  The  Russians  had  cut  through  the  ice  in  the  mole  six 
feet  thick,  and  their  whole  squadron  had  sailed  for  Cronstadt 
on  the  third.  Before  that  time  it  had  lain  at  the  mercy  of  the 
English.  "  Nothing,"  Nelson  said,  "if  it  had  been  right  to 
make  the  attack,  could  have  saved  one  ship  of  them  in  two 
hours  after  our  entering  the  bay. 

y.  It  so  happened  that  there  was  no  cause  to  regret  the  oppor- 
tunity which  had  been  lost,  and  Nelson  immediately  put  the 
intentions  of  Russia  to  the  proof.  He  sent  on  shore  to  say, 
that  he  came  with  friendly  views,  and  was  ready  to  return  a 
salute.  On  their  part  the  salute  was  delayed,  till  a  message 
was  sent  to  them  to  inquire  for  what  reason  ;  and  the  officer 
whose  neglect  had  occasioned  the  delay,  was  put  under  arrest. 
Nelson  wrote  to  the  emperor,  proposing  to  wait  on  him  per- 
sonally, and  congratulate  him  on  his  accession,  and  urge  the 
immediate  release  of  British  subjects,  and  restoration  of  British 
property. 

The  answer  arrived  on  the  I6th ;  Nelson,  meantime, 
had  exchanged  visits  with  the  governor,  and  the  most  friendly 
intercourse  had  subsisted  between  the  ships  and  the  shore. 
Alexander's  ministers,  in  their  reply,  expressed  their  surprise 
at  the  arrival  of  a  British  fleet  in  a  Russian  port,  and  their 
wish  that  it  should  return  ;  they  professed,  on  the  part  of 
Russia,  the  most  friendly  disposition  towards  Great  Britain, 
but  declined  the  personal  visit  of  Lord  Nelson,  unless  he  came 
in  a  single  ship.     There  was  a  suspicion  implied  in  this,  which 
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stung  Nelson  ;  and  he  said  the  Russian  ministers  would  never 
have  written  thus  if  their  fleet  had  been  at  Revel.  He  wrote 
an  immediate  reply,  expressing  what  he  felt ;  he  told  the  court 
of  Petersburg,  "  That  the  word  of  a  British  admiral,  when  given 
in  explanation  of  any  part  of  his  conduct,  was  as  sacred  as  that 
of  any  soverign  in  Europe."  And  he  repeated,  "That  under 
other  circumstances,  it  Avould  have  been  his  anxious  wish  to 
have  paid  his  personal  respects  to  the  emperor,  and  signed  with 
his  own  hand  the  act  of  amity  between  the  two  countries." 
Having  despatched  this,  he  stood  out  to  sea  immediately,  leav- 
ing a  brig  to  bring  off  the  provisions  which  had  been  contracted 
for,  and  to  settle  the  accounts.  "  I  hope  all  is  right,"  said  he, 
writing  to  our  ambassador  at  Berlin;  but  seamen  are  but  bad 
negotiators  ;  for  we  put  to  issue  in  five  minutes  what  diploma- 
tic forms  would  be  five  months  doing." 

On  his  way  down  the  Baltic,  however,  he  met  the  Russian 
Admiral  Tchitchagof,  whom  the  emperor,  in  reply  to  Sir  Hyde's 
overtures,  had  sent  to  communicate  personally  with  the  British 
commander-in-chief.  The  reply  was  such  as  had  been  wished 
and  expected  ;  and  these  negotiators  going,  seaman  like,  straight 
to  their  object,  satisfied  each  other  of  the  friendly  intentions  of 
their  respective  governments.  Nelson  then  anchored  off  Ros- 
tock ;  and  there  he  received  an  answer  to  his  last  despatch  from 
Revel,  in  which  the  Russian  court  expressed  their  regret  that 
there  should  have  been  any  misconception  between  them,  in- 
formed him  that  the  British  ships  which  Paul  had  detained 
were  ordered  to  be  liberated,  and  invited  him  to  Petersburg  in 
whatever  mode  might  be  most  agreeable  to  himself.  Other 
honours  awaited  him ;  the  Duke  of  Mecklenburg  Strelitz,  the 
queen's  brother,  came  to  visit  him  on  board  his  ship  ;  and  towns 
of  the  inland  parts  of  Mecklenburg  sent  deputations,  with  their 
public  books  of  record,  that  they  might  have  the  name  of  Nelson 
in  them  written  by  his  own  hand. 

From  Rostock,  the  fleet  returned  to  Kioge  Bay.  Nelson  saw 
that  the  temper  of  the  Danes  towards  England,  was  such  as 
naturally  arose  from  the  chastisement  which  they  had  so 
recently  received.  "In  this  nation,"  said  he,  we  shall  not  be  for- 
given for  having  the  upper  hand  of  them  ;  I  only  thank  God 
we  have,  or  they  would  try  to  humble  us  to  the  dust."  He  saw 
also  that  the  Danish  cabinet  was  completely  subservient  to 
France ;  a  French  oflicer  was  at  this  time  a  companion  and 
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counsellor  of  the  crown-prince  ;  and  things  were  done  in  such 
open  violation  of  the  armistice,  that  Nelson  thought  a  second 
infliction  of  vengence  would  soon  be  necessary.  He  wrote  to 
the  adruiralty,  requesting  a  clear  and  explicit  x'eply  to  his  in- 
quiry :  whether  the  commander-in-chief  was  at  liberty  to  hold 
the  language  becoming  a  British  admiral  1  "  Which,  very 
probably,"  said  he,  "  if  I  am  here,  will  break  the  armistice,  and 
set  Copenhagen  in  a  blaze.  I  see  everything  which  is  dirty  and 
mean  going  on,  and  the  prince  Eoyal  at  the  head  of  it.  Ships 
have  been  masted,  guns  taken  on  board,  floating  batteries  pre- 
pared, and,  except  hauling  out  and  completing  their  rigging, 
everything  is  done,  in  defiance  of  the  treaty.  My  heart  burns 
at  seeing  the  word  of  a  prince,  nearly  allied  to  our  good  king, 
so  falsified  ;  but  his  conduct  is  such,  that  he  will  lose  his  king- 
dom if  he  goes  on,  for  Jacobins  rule  in  Denmark.  I  have  made 
no  representations  yet,  as  it  would  be  useless  to  do  so  until  I 
have  the  power  of  correction.  All  I  beg,  in  the  name  of  the 
'future  commander-in-chief,  is,  that  the  orders  may  be  clear;  for 
enough  is  done  to  break  twenty  treaties  if  it  should  be  wished, 
or  to  make  the  prince-royal  humble  himself  before  British  gen- 
erosity." 

Nelson  was  not  deceived  in  his  judgment  of  the  Danish 
cabinet,  but  the  battle  of  Copenhagen  had  crippled  its  power. 
The  death  of  the  Czar  Paul  had  broken  the  confederacy  ;  and 
that  cabinet,  therefore,  was  compelled  to  defer,  till  a  more  con- 
venient season,  the  indulgence  of  its  enmity  towards  Great 
Britain.  Soon  afterwards.  Admiral  Sir  Charles  Maurice  Pole 
arrived  to  take  the  command.  The  business,  military  and 
political,  had  by  that  time  been  so  far  completed,  that  the 
presence  of  the  British  fleet  soon  became  no  longer  necessaiy. 
Sir  Charles,  however,  made  the  short  time  of  his  command 
memorable,  by  passing  the  Great  Belt  for  the  first  time,  with 
line  of  battle  ships,  working  through  the  channel  against  ad- 
verse winds.  When  Nelson  left  the  fleet,  this  speedy  termin- 
ation of  the  expedition,  though  confidently  expected,  was  not 
certain ;  and  he,  in  his  unwillingness  to  weaken  the  British 
force,  thought  at  one  time  of  traversing  Jutland  in  his  boat,  by 
the  canal,  to  Tonnington  on  the  Eyder,  and  finding  his  way 
home  from  thence.  This  intention  was  not  executed,  but  he 
returned  in  a  brig,  declining  to  accept  a  frigate,  which  few  ad- 
mirals would  have  done ;  especially,  if,  like  him,  they  suff"ered 
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from  sea-sickness  in  a  small  vessel.  On  his  arrival  at  Yar- 
mouth, the  first  thing  he  did  was  to  visit  the  hospital,  and  see 
the  men  who  had  been  wounded  in  the  late  battle  ;  that  victory 
which  had  added  new  glory  to  the  name  of  Nelson,  and  which 
was  of  more  importance,  even  than  the  battle  of  the  Nile,  to 
the  honour,  the  strength,  and  security  of  England. 

He  had  not  been  many  weeks  on  shore  before  he  was  called 
upon  to  undertake  a  service,  for  which  no  Nelson  was  required. 
Bonaparte,  who  was  now  first  consul,  and  in  reality  sole  ruler 
of  France,  was  making  preparations,  upon  a  great  scale,  for  in- 
vading England  ;  but  his  schemes  in  the  Baltic  had  been  baffled  ; 
fleets  could  not  be  created  as  they  were  wanted  ;  and  his  armies, 
therefore,  were  to  come  over  in  gun-boats,  and  such  small  craft 
as  could  be  rapidly  built  or  collected  for  the  occasion.  From 
the  former  governments  of  France,  such  threats  have  only  been 
matter  of  insult  or  policy  ;  in  Bonaparte  they  were  sincere  ;  for 
this  adventurer,  intoxicated  with  success,  already  began  to 
imagine  that  all  things  were  to  be  submitted  to  his  fortune. 
We  had  not  at  that  time  proved  the  superiority  of  our  soldiers 
over  the  French ;  and  the  unreflecting  multitude  were  not  to 
be  persuaded  that  an  invasion  could  only  be  efiected  by  numer- 
ous and  powerful  fleets.  A  general  alarm  was  excited;  and,  in 
condescension  to  this  unworthy  feeling.  Nelson  was  appointed 
to  a  command  extending  from  Orfordness  to  Beachy  Head,  on 
both  shores — a  sort  of  service,  he  said,  for  which  he  felt  no 
other  ability  than  what  might  be  found  in  his  zeal. 

To  this  service,  however,  such  as  it  was,  he  applied  with  his 
wonted  alacrity  ;  and  having  hoisted  his  flag  in  the  Medusa 
frigate,  he  went  to  reconnoitre  Boulogne,  the  point  from  which 
it  was  supposed  the  great  attempt  would  be  made,  and  which 
the  French,  in  fear  of  an  attack  themselves,  were  fortifying  with 
all  care.  He  approached  near  enough  to  sink  two  of  their 
floating  batteries,  and  destroy  a  few  gun -boats  which  were 
without  the  pier  ;  what  damage  was  done  within  could  not  be 
ascertained.  '•  Boulogne,"  he  said,  "  was  certainly  not  a  very 
pleasant  place  that  morning;  but,"  he  added,  "  it  is  not  my 
wish  to  injure  the  poor  inhabitants  ;  and  the  town  is  spared  as 
much  as  the  nature  of  the  service  will  admit."  Enough  was 
done  to  show  the  enemy  that  they  could  not,  with  impunity, 
come  outside  their  own  ports.  Nelson  was  satisfied,  by  what 
he  saw,  that  they  meant  to  make  an  attempt  from  this  place. 
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but  that  it  was  impracticable  ;  for  the  least  wind  from  W.  N. 
W.,  and  they  were  lost.  The  ports  of  Flushing  and  Flanders 
were  better  points;  there  we  could  not  tell  by  our  eyes  what 
means  of  transport  were  provided.  From  thence,  therefore,  if  it 
came  forth  at  all,  the  expedition  would  come — "  And  what  a 
forlorn  undertaking  !  "  said  he,  "  consider  cross-tides,  etc.  As 
for  rowing,  that  is  impossible.  It  is  perfectly  right  to  be  pre- 
pared for  a  mad  government ;  but  with  the  active  force  which 
has  been  given  me,  I  may  pronounce  it  almost  impracticable." 

That  force  had  been  got  together  with  an  alacrity  which  has 
seldom  been  equalled.  On  the  28th  of  July  we  were,  in  Nel- 
son's own  words,  literally  at  the  foundation  of  our  fabric  of 
defence  :  and  twelve  days  afterwards  we  were  so  prepared  on 
the  enemy's  coast,  that  he  did  not  believe  they  could  get  three 
miles  from  their  ports.  The  Medusa,  returning  to  our  own 
shores,  anchored  in  the  rolling  ground  off  Harwich  ;  and, 
when  Nelson  wished  to  get  to  the  Nore  in  her,  the  wind  ren- 
dered it  impossible  to  proceed  there  by  the  usual  channel.  In 
haste  to  be  at  the  Nore,  remembering  that  he  had  been  a  toler- 
able pilot  for  the  mouth  of  the  Thames  in  his  younger  days, 
and  thinking  it  necessary  that  he  should  know  all  that  could 
be  known  of  the  navigation,  he  requested  the  maritime  surveyor 
of  the  coast,  Mr.  Spence,  to  get  him  into  the  Swin,  by  any 
channel  :  for  neither  the  pilots  whom  he  had  on  board,  nor  the 
Harwich  ones,  would  take  charge  of  the  ship.  No  vessel 
drawing  more  than  fourteen  feet  had  ever  before  ventured  over 
the  Naze,  .  Mr.  Spence,  however,  who  had  surveyed  the  chan- 
nel, carried  her  safely  through.  The  channel  has  since  been 
called  Nelson's,  though  he  himself  wished  it  to  be  named  after 
the  Medusa  :  his  name  needed  no  new  memorial.  X 

Nelson's  eye  was  upon  Flushing. — "  To  take  possession  of 
that  place,"  he  said,  "would  be  a  week's  expedition  for  four  or 
five  thousand  troops."  This,  however,  required  a  consultation 
with  the  admiralty  ;  and  that  something  might  be  done  mean- 
time, he  resolved  upon  attacking  the  flotilla  in  the  mouth  of 
the  Boulogne  harbor.  This  resolution  was  made  in  deference 
to  the  opinion  of  others,  and  to  the  public  feeling  which  was 
so  preposterously  excited.  He  himself  scrupled  not  to  assert, 
that  the  French  army  would  never  embark  at  Boulogne  for 
the  invasion  of  England  ;  and  he  owned,  that  his  boat 
warfare  was  not  congenial  to  his  feelings.     Into  Helvoet  or 
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Flushing,  he  should  be  happy  to  lead,  if  government  turned 
their  thoughts  that  way.  ''  While  I  serve,"  said  he,  "  I  will 
do  It  actively,  and  to  the  very  best  of  my  abilities.  I  require 
nursing  like  a  child,"  he  added,  "my  mind  carries  me  beyond 
my  strength,  and  will  do  me  up  :  but  such  is  my  nature." 

The  attack  was  made  by  the  boats  of  the  squadron  in  five 
divisions,  under  Captain  Somerville,  Parker,  Cotgrave,  Jones, 
and  Conn.  The  previous  essay  had  taught  the  French  the 
weak  parts  of  their  position  ;  and  they  omitted  no  means  of 
strengthening  it,  and  of  guarding  against  the  expected  attempt 
The  boats  put  off  about  half  an  hour  before  midnight  ; 
but,  owing  to  the  darkness,  and  tide  and  half  tide,  which  must 
always  make  night  attacks  so  uncertain  on  the  coasts  of  the 
channel,  the  divisions  separated.  One  could  not  arrive  at  all ; 
another  not  till  near  day  break.  The  others  made  their 
attack  gallantly  ;  but  the  enemy  were  fully  prepared  :  every  ves- 
sel was  defended  by  long  poles,  headed  with  iron  spikes,  pro- 
jecting from  their  sides  :  strong  nettings  were  braced  up  to 
their  lower  yards  ;  they  were  moored  by  the  bottom  to  the 
shore ;  they  were  strongly  manned  with  soldiers,  and  protected 
by  land  batteries,  and  the  shore  was  lined  with  troops.  Many 
were  taken  possession  of  ;  and,  though  they  could  not  have 
been  brought  out,  would  have  been  burned,  had  not  the  French 
resorted  to  a  mode  of  offence,  which  they  have  often  used,  but 
which  no  other  people  have  ever  been  wicked  enough  to  em- 
ploy. The  moment  the  firing  ceased  on  board  one  of  their  own 
vessels,  they  fired  upon  it  from  the  shore,  perfectly  regardless 
of  their  own  men. 

The  commander  of  one  of  the  French  divisions  acted  like  a 
generous  enemy.  He  hailed  the  boats  as  they  approached,  and 
cried  out  m  English,  "Let  me  advise  you,  my  brave  English- 
men, to  keep  your  distance  :  you  can  do  nothing  here  ;  and  it 
IS  only  uselessly  shedding  the  blood  of  brave  men  to  make  the 
attempt."  The  French  official  account  boasted  of  the  victory. 
'_'  The  combat,"  it  said,  "  took  place  in  sight  of  both  countries  ; 
It  was  the  first  of  the  kind,  and  the  historian  would  have  cause 
to  make  this  remark."  They  guessed  our  loss  at  four  or  five 
hundred  :  it  amounted  to  one  hundred  and  seventy-two.  In 
his  private  letters  to  the  admiralty,  Nelson  affirmed  that  had 
our  force  arrived  as  he  intended,  it  was  not  all  the  chains  in 
J^  ranee  which  could  have  prevented  our  men  from  bringing  oft' 
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the  whole  of  the  vessels.  There  had  been  no  error  committed, 
and  never  did  Englishmen  display  more  courage.  Upon  this 
point  Nelson  was  fully  satisfied  ;  but  he  said  he  should  never 
bring  himself  again  to  allow  any  attack  wherein  he  was  not 
personally  concerned  ;  and  that  his  mind  suffered  more  than  if 
he  had  had  a  leg  shot  off  in  the  affair.  He  grieved  particularly 
for  Captain  Parker,  an  excellent  officer,  to  whom  he  was 
greatly  attached,  and  who  had  an  aged  father  looking  to  him 
for  assistance.  His  thigh  was  shattered  in  the  action ;  and 
the  wound  proved  mortal,  after  some  weeks  of  suffering  and 
manly  resignation.  During  this  interval.  Nelson's  anxiety  was 
very  great. — "Dear  Parker  is  my  child,"  said  he,  "for  I  found 
him  in  distress."  And  when  he  received  the  tidings  of  his 
death,  he  replied  : — "  You  will  judge  of  my  feelings  :  God's 
will  be  done.  I  beg  that  his  hair  may  be  cut  off  and  given  me; 
it  shall  be  buried  in  my  grave.  Poor  Mr.  Parker  !  what  a 
son  has  he  lost  !  If  I  were  to  say  I  was  content,  I  should  lie  ; 
but  I  shall  endeavour  to  submit  with  all  the  fortitude  in  my 
power.  His  loss  has  made  a  wound  in  my  heart,  which  time 
will  hardly  heal." 

He  now  wished  to  be  relieved  from  this  service.  The  coun- 
try, he  said,  had  attached  a  confidence  to  his  name,  which  he 
had  submitted  to,  and  therefore  had  cheerfully  repaired  to  the 
station  : — but  this  boat  business,  though  it  might  be  a  part  of 
a  great  plan  of  invasion,  could  never  be  the  only  one,  and  he 
did  not  think  it  was  a  command  for  a  vice-admiral.  It  was  not 
that  he  wanted  a  more  lucrative  situation  ;  for,  seriously  indis- 
posed as  he  was,  and  low-spirited  from  private  considerations, 
he  did  not  know  if  the  Mediterranean  were  vacant,  that  he 
should  be  equal  to  undertake  it.  Just  at  this  time  the  peace 
of  Amiens  was  signed.  Nelson  rejoiced  that  the  experiment 
was  made,  but  was  well  aware  that  it  was  an  experiment  :  he 
saw  what  he  called  the  misery  of  peace,  unless  the  utmost 
vigilance  and  prudence  were  exerted  ;  and  he  expressed  in 
bitter  terms,  his  proper  indignation  at  the  manner  in  which  the 
mob  of  London  welcomed  the  French  general  who  brought  the 
ratification:  saying,  "that  they  made  him  ashamed  of  his 
country," 

He  had  purchased  a  house  and  estate  at  Merton,  in  Surrey, 
meaning  to  pass  his  days  there,  in  the  Society  of  Sir  William 
and  Lady  Hamilton.     This  place  he  had  never  seen,  till    he 
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was  now  welcomed  there  by  the  friends  to  whom  he  had  so 
passionately  devoted  himself,  and  who  were  not  less  sincerely 
attached  to  him.  The  place,  and  everything  which  Lady 
Hamilton  had  done  to  it,  delighted  him  ;  and  he  declared  that 
the  longest  liver  should  possess  it  all.  His  pensions  for  his 
victories,  and  for  the  loss  of  his  eye  and  arm,  amounted,  with 
his  half-pay,  to  about  £3,400  a-year.  From  this  he  gave 
£1,800  to  Lady  Nelson,  £200  to  a  brother's  widow,  and  £150 
for  the  education  of  his  children  ;  and  he  paid  £500  interest 
for  borrowed  money  :  so  that  Nelson  was  comparatively  a  poor 
man  ;  and  though  much  of  the  pecuniary  embarrassment  which 
he  endured,  was  occasioned  by  the  separation  from  his  wife — 
even  if  that  cause  had  not  existed,  his  income  would  not  have 
been  sufficient  for  the  rank  which  he  held,  and  the  claims 
which  would  necessarily  be  made  upon  his  bounty.  The  de- 
pression of  spirits  under  which  he  had  long  laboured,  arose 
partly  from  this  state  of  his  circumstances,  and  partly  from 
the  other  disquietudes  in  which  his  connection  with  Lady 
Hamilton  had  involved  him  :  a  connection  which  it  was  not 
possible  his  father  could  behold  without  sorrow  and  displeasure. 
Mr.  Nelson,  however,  was  soon  pursuaded  that  the  attachmi-nt, 
which  Lady  Nelson  regarded  with  natural  jealousy  and  resent- 
ment, did  not  in  reality  pass  the  bounds  of  ardent  and  romantic 
admiration  :  a  passion  which  the  manners  and  accomplish- 
ments of  Lady  Hamilton,  fascinating  as  they  were,  would  not 
have  been  able  to  excite,  if  they  had  not  been  accompanied  by 
more  uncommon  intellectual  endowments,  and  by  a  character 
which,  both  in  its  strength  and  in  its  weakness,  resembled  his 
own.  It  did  not,  therefore,  require  much  explanation  to  re- 
concile him  to  his  son  ; — an  event  the  more  essential  to  Nelson's 
happiness,  because,  a  few  months  afterwards,  the  good  old  man 
•died  at  the  age  of  seventy-nine. 

Soon  after  the  conclusion  of  peace,  tidings  arrived  of  our  final 
and  decisive  successes  in  Egypt  ;  in  consequence  of  which,  the 
common  council  voted  their  thanks  to  the  army  and  navy  for 
bringing  the  campaign  to  so  glorious  a  conclusion.  When 
Nelson,  after  the  action  of  Cape  St.  Vincent,  had  been  enter- 
tained at  a  city  feast,  he  had  observed  to  the  Lord  mayor, 
*'  That,  if  the  city  continued  its  generosity,  the  navy  would 
ruin  them  in  gifts."  To  which  the  Lord  mayor  replied,  put- 
ting his  hand  upon  the  admiral's  shoulder,  "  Do  you  find  vie- 
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tories,  and  we  will  find  rewards."  Nelson,  as  he  said,  had 
kept  his  word — had  doubly  fulfilled  his  part  of  the  contract, — - 
l)ut  no  thanks  had  been  voted  for  the  battle  of  Copenhagen  ; 
and  feeling  that  he  and  his  companions  in  that  day's  glory,  had 
a  fair  and  honourable  claim  to  this  reward,  he  took  the  pres- 
ent opportunity  of  addressing  a  letter  to  the  lord  mayor,  com- 
plaining of  the  omission  and  the  injustice.  "  The  smallest 
services,"  said  he,  "rendered  by  the  army  or  navy  to  the  coun- 
try, have  always  been  noticed  by  the  great  city  of  London  with 
one  exception — the  glorious  2nd  of  April  : — a  day,  when  the 
greatest  dangers  of  navigation  were  overcome ;  and  the  Danish 
force,  which  they  thought  impregnable,  totally  taken  or  des- 
troyed by  the  consummate  skill  of  our  commanders,  and  by  the 
undaunted  bravery  of  as  gallant  a  band  as  ever  defended  the 
rights  of  this  country.  For  myself,  if  I  were  only  personally 
concerned,  I  should  bear  the  stigma,  attempted  to  be  now  first 
placed  upon  my  brow,  with  humility.  But,  my  lord,  I  am  the 
natural  guardian  of  the  fame  of  all  the  officers  of  the  navy, 
army,  and  marines,  who  fought,  and  so  profusely  bled,  under 
my  command  on  that  day.  Again,  I  disclaim  for  myself  more 
merit  than  naturally  falls  to  a  successful  commander  ;  but 
when  I  am  called  upon  to  speak  of  the  merits  of  the  captains 
of  his  majesty's  ships,  and  of  the  officers  and  men,  whether 
seamen,  marines,  or  soldiers,  whom  I  that  day  had  the  happi- 
ness to  command,  I  then  say,  that  never  was  the  glory  of  this 
country  upheld  with  more  determined  bravery  than  on  that 
occasion : — and  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  give  an  opinion  as  a 
Briton ;  then  I  say  that  more  important  service  was  never 
rendered  to  our  king  and  country.  It  is  my  duty,  my  lord,  ta 
prove  to  the  brave  fellows,  my  companions  in  danger,  that  I 
have  not  failed,  at  every  proper  place  to  represent,  as  well  as 
I  am  able,  their  bravery  and  meritorious  conduct." 

Another  honour  of  greater  import,  was  withheld  from  the 
conquerors.  The  king  had  given  medals  to  those  captains  wha 
were  engaged  in  the  battles  of  the  1st  of  June,  of  Oape  St. 
Vincent,  of  Camperdown,  and  of  the  Nile.  Then  came  the 
victory  at  Copenhagen ;  which  Nelson  truly  called  the  most 
difficult  achievement,  the  hardest-fought  battle,  the  most  glor- 
ious result,  that  ever  graced  the  annals  of  our  country.  He, 
6i  course,  expected  the  medal,  and  in  writing  to  Earl  St. 
Vincent,  said — "He  longed  to  have  it,  and  would  not  give  it 
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up  to  be  made  an  English  Duke."  The  medal,  however,  was 
not  given : — "  For  what  reason,"  said  Nelson,  "  Lord  St. 
Vincent  best  knows."  Words  plainly  implying  a  suspicion 
that  it  was  withheld  by  some  feeling  of  jealousy ;  and  that 
suspicion  estranged  him,  during  the  remaining  part  of  his  life, 
from  one  whe  had  been  at  one  time  essentially,  as  well  as  sin- 
cerely, his  friend ;  and  of  whose  professional  abilities  he  ever 
entertained  the  highest  opinion. 

The  happiness  which  Nelson  enjoyed  in  the  society  of  his 
chosen  friends,  was  of  no  long  continuance.  Sir  "William 
Hamilton,  who  was  far  advanced  in  years,  died  early  in  1803. 
He  expired  in  his  wife's  arms,  holding  Nelson  by  the  hand ; 
and  almost  in  his  last  words  left  her  to  his  protection  ;  request- 
ing him  that  he  would  see  justice  done  her  by  the  government, 
as  he  knew  what  she  had  done  for  her  country.  He  left  him 
her  portrait  in  enamel,  calling  him  his  dearest  friend  ;  the  most 
virtuous,  loyal,  and  truly  brave  character  he  had  ever  known. 
The  codicil  containing  this  bequest  concluding  with  these 
words  :  "  God  bless  him,  and  shame  fall  on  those  who  do  not 
say  amen."  Sir  William's  pension,  of  £1,200  a  year,  ceased 
with  his  death.  Nelson  applied  to  Mr.  Addington  in  Lady 
Hamilton's  behalf,  stating  the  important  service  which  she  had 
rendered  to  the  fleet  at  Syracuse  ;  and  Mr.  Addington,  it  is 
said,  acknowledged  that  she  had  a  just  claim  upon  the  grati- 
tude of  the  country.  This  barren  acknowledgment  was  all 
that  was  obtained ;  but  a  sum  equal  to  the  pension  which  her 
husband  had  enjoyed  was  settled  on  her  by  Nelson,  and  paid 
in  monthly  payments  during  his  life.  A  few  weeks  after  this 
event,  the  war  was  renewed  ;  and  the  day  after  his  majesty's 
message  to  parliament,  Nelson  departed  to  take  the  command 
of  the  Mediterranean  fleet. 

He  took  his  station  immediately  off"  Toulon  ;  and  there,  with 
incessant  vigilance,  waited  for  the  coming  out  of  the  enemy. 
When  he  had  been  fourteen  months  thus  employed,  he  received 
a  vote  of  thanks  from  the  city  of  London,  for  his  skill  and 
perseverance  in  blockading  that  port,  so  as  to  prevent  the 
French  from  putting  to  sea.  Nelson  had  not  forgotten  the 
wrong  which  the  city  had  done  to  the  Baltic  fleet  by  their 
omission,  and  did  not  lose  the  opportunity  which  this  vote 
aflforded,  of  recurring  to  that  point.  "  I  do  assure  your  lord- 
ship," said  he,  in  his  answer  to  the  lord  mayor,  "  that  there  is 
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not  that  man  breathing  who  sets  a  higher  value  upon  the  thanks 
of  his  fellow-citizens  of  London  than  myself ;  but  I  should  feel 
as  much  ashamed  to  receive  them  for  a  particular  service, 
marked  in  the  resolution,  if  I  felt  that  I  did  not  come  within 
that  line  of  service,  as  I  should  feel  hurt  at  having  a  great 
victory  passed  over  without  notice.  I  beg  to  inform  your  lord- 
ship, that  the  port  of  Toulon  had  never  been  blockaded  by  me  : 
quite  the  reverse.  Every  opportunity  has  been  offered  the 
enemy  to  put  to  sea;  for  it  is  there  we  hope  to  realize  the 
hopes  and  expectations  of  our  country."  Nelson  then  remarked, 
that  the  junior  flag  officers  of  the  fleet  had  been  omitted  in 
this  vote  of  thanks  ;  and  his  surprise  at  the  omission  was  ex- 
pressed with  more  asperity,  perhaps,  than  an  offence  so  entirely 
and  manifestly  unintentional,  deserved  ;  but  it  arose  from  the 
generous  regard  for  the  feelings  as  well  as  interests  of  all  who 
were  under  his  command,  which  made  him  as  much  beloved  in 
the  fleets  of  Britain,  as  he  was  dreaded  in  those  of  the  enemy. 
Never  was  any  commander  more  beloved.  He  governed 
men  by  their  reason  and  their  affections  :  they  knew  that  he 
was  incapable  of  caprice  or  tyranny,  and  they  obeyed  him  with 
alacrity  and  joy,  because  he  possessed  their  confidence  as  well 
as  their  love.  "  Our  Nel,"  they  used  to  say,  "is  as  brave  as  a 
lion,  and  as  gentle  as  a  lamb."  Severe  discipline  he  detested, 
though  he  had  been  bred  in  a  severe  school ;  he  never  inflicted 
corporal  punishment,  if  it  were  possible  to  avoid  it ;  and  when 
compelled  to  enforce  it,  he,  who  was  familiar  with  wounds  and 
death,  suffered  like  a  woman.  In  his  whole  life  Nelson  was 
never  known  to  act  unkindly  towards  an  officer.  If  he  was 
asked  to  prosecute  one  for  ill  behaviour,  he  used  to  answer — 
"  That  there  was  no  occasion  for  him  to  ruin  a  poor  devil,  who 
was  sufficiently  his  own  enemy  to  I'uin  himself."  But  in  Nel- 
son there  was  more  than  the  easiness  and  humanity  of  a  happy 
nature  :  he  did  not  merely  abstain  from  injury ;  his  was  an 
active  and  watchful  benevolence,  ever  desirous  not  only  to 
render  justice,  but  to  do  good.  During  the  peace,  he  had 
spoken  in  parliament  upon  the  abuses  respecting  prize-money  ; 
and  had  submitted  plans  to  government  for  more  easily  man- 
ning the  navy,  and  preventing  desertion  from  it,  by  bettering 
the  condition  of  the  seamen.  He  pi'oposed  that  their  certifi- 
cates should  be  registered,  and  that  every  man  who  had  served, 
with  a  good  character,  five  years  in  war,  should  receive  a  bounty 
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of  two  guineas  annually  after  that  time,  and  of  four  guineas  after 
eight  years.  "This,"  he  said,  "might  at  first  sight,  appear  an 
enormous  sum  for  the  state  to  pay ;  but  the  average  life  of  a 
seaman  is,  from  hard  service,  finished  at  forty-five  :  he  cannot, 
therefore,  enjoy  the  annuity  many  years ;  and  the  interest  of 
the  money  saved  by  their  not  deserting,  would  go  far  to  pay 
the  whole  expense." 

To  his  midshipmen  he  ever  showed  the  most  winning  kind- 
ness, encouraging  the  dilfident,  tempering  the  hasty,  counsel- 
ling and  befriending  both.  "  Recollect,"  he  used  to  say,  "  that 
you  must  be  a  seaman  to  be  an  ofiicer ;  and  also,  that  you  can- 
not be  a  good  officer  without  being  a  gentleman."  A  lieuten- 
ant wrote  to  him  to  say,  that  he  was  dissatisfied  with  his 
captain.  JSTelson's  answer  was  in  that  spirit  of  perfect  wisdom 
and  perfect  goodness,  which  regulated  his  whole  conduct  toward 
those  who  were  under  his  command.  "  I  have  just  received 
your  letter ;  and  I  am  ti'uly  sorry  that  any  difference  should 
arise  between  your  captain,  who  has  the  reputation  of  being 
one  of  the  bright  officers  of  the  service,  and  yourself,  a  very 
young  man  and  a  very  young  officer,  who  must  naturally  have 
much  to  learn  :  therefore,  the  chance  is  that  you  are  perfectly 
wrong  in  the  disagreement.  However,  as  your  present  situation 
must  be  very  disagreeable,  1  will  certainly  take  an  early  oppor- 
tunity of  removing  you,  provided  your  conduct  to  your  present 
captain  be  such,  that  another  may  not  refuse  to  receive  you." 
The  gentleness  and  benignity  of  his  disposition  never  made  him 
forget  what  was  due  to  discipline.  Being  on  one  occasion 
applied  to,  to  save  a  young  officer  from  a  court-martial,  which 
he  had  provoked  by  his  misconduct,  his  reply  was,  "  That  he 
would  do  everything  in  his  power  to  oblige  so  gallant  and  good 
an  officer  as  Sir  John  Warren,"  in  whose  name  the  intercession 
had  been  made ;  "  but  what,"  he  added,  "  would  he  do  if  he 
were  here  ?  Exactly  what  I  have  done,  and  am  still  willing  to 
do.  The  young  man  must  write  such  a  letter  of  contrition  as 
would  be  an  acknowledgment  of  his  great  fault ;  and  with  a 
sincere  promise,  if  his  captain  will  intercede  to  prevent  the 
impending  court-martial,  never  to  so  misbehave  again.  On  his 
captain  enclosing  me  such  a  letter,  with  a  request  to  cancel  the 
order  for  the  trial,  I  might  be  induced  to  do  it :  but  the  letters 
and  reprimand  will  be  given  in  the  public*-  order-book  of  the 
fleet,  and  read  to  all  the  officers.     The  young  man  has  pushed 
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himself  forward  to  notice,  and  he  must  take  the  consequence. 
It  was  upon  the  quarter  deck,  in  the  face  of  the  ship's  com- 
pany, that  he  treated  his  captain  with  contempt ;  and  I  am  in 
duty  bound  to  support  the  authority  and  consequence  of  every 
officer  under  my  command.  A  poor  ignorant  seaman  is  for 
ever  punished  for  contempt  to  his  superiors." 

A  dispute  occurred  in  the  fleet,  while  it  was  off  Toulon,  which 
called  forth  Nelson's  zeal  for  the  rights  and  interests  of  the 
navy.  Some  young  artillery  officers,  serving  on  board  the 
bomb-vessels,  refused  to  let  their  men  perform  any  other  duty 
but  what  related  to  the  mortars.  They  wished  to  have  it 
established,  that  their  corps  was  not  subject  to  the  captain's 
authority.  The  same  pretensions  were  made  in  the  channel 
fleet  about  the  same  time  ;  and  the  artillery  rested  their  claims 
tp  separate  and  independent  authority  on  board,  upon  a  clause 
in  the  act,  which  they  interpreted  in  their  favour.  Nelson 
took  up  the  subject  with  all  the  earnestness  which  its  import- 
ance deserved.  "  There  is  no  real  happiness  in  this  world," 
said  he,  writing  to  Earl  St.  Vincent,  as  first  lord.  "  With  all 
content  and  smiles  around  me,  up  start  these  artillery  boys  (I 
understand  they  are  not  beyond  that  age),  and  set  us  at 
defiance  ;  speaking  in  the  most  disrespectful  manner  of  the 
navy  and  its  commanders.  I  know  you,  my  dear  lord,  so  well, 
that,  with  your  quickness,  the  matter  would  have  been  settled, 
and  perhaps  some  of  them  been  broke.  I  am,  perhaps,  more 
patient ;  but,  I  do  assure  you,  not  less  resolved,  if  my  plan  of 
conciliation  is  not  attended  to.  You  and  I  are  on  the  eve  of 
quitting  the  theatre  of  our  exploits  ;  but  we  hold  it  due  to  our 
successors  never,  whilst  we  have  a  tongue  to  speak,  or  a  hand  to 
write,  to  allow  the  navy  to  be,  in  the  smallest  degree,  injured 
in  its  discipline  by  our  conduct."  To  Trowbridge  he  wrote  in 
the  same  spirit : — *'  It  is  the  old  history,  trying  to  do  away 
the  act  of  parliament  :  but  I  trust  they  will  never  succeed  ;  for, 
when  they  do,  farewell  to  our  naval  superiority.  We  should 
be  prettily  commanded  !  Let  them  once  gain  the  step  of  being 
independent  of  the  navy  on  board  a  ship,  and  they  will  soon 
have  the  other,  and  command  us. — -But,  thank  God  !  my  dear 
Trowbridge,  the  king  himself  cannot  do  away  the  act  of  parlia- 
ment. Although  my  career  is  nearly  run,  yet  it  would  embitter 
my  future  days  and  expiring  moments  to  hear  of  our  navy  being 
sacrificed  to  the  army."     As  the  surest  way  of  preventing  such 
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disputes,  he  suggested  that  the  navy  should  have  its  own  corps 
of  artillery  ;  and  a  corps  of  marine  artillery  was  accordingly 
established. 

Instead  of  lessening  the  power  of  the  commander,  Nelson 
would  have  wished  to  see  it  increased  ;  it  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary, he  thought,  that  merit  should  be  rewarded  at  the  moment, 
and  that  the  officers  of  the  fleet  should  look  up  to  the  com- 
mander-in-chief for  their  reward.  He  himself  was  never  more 
happy  than  when  he  could  promote  those  who  were  deserving 
of  promotion.  Many  were  the  services  which  he  thus  rendered 
unsolicited  ;  and  frequently  the  officer,  in  whose  behalf  he  had 
interested  himself  with  the  admiralty,  did  not  know  to  whose 
friendly  interference  he  was  indebted  to  his  good  fortune.  He 
used  to  say,  "  I  wish  it  to  appear  as  a  God-send."  The  love 
which  he  bore  the  navy  made  him  promote  the  interests  and 
honour  the  memory  of  all  who  had  added  to  its  glories.  "  The 
near  relations  of  brother  officers,"  he  said,  "  he  considered  as 
legacies  to  the  service."  Upon  mention  being  made  to  him  of 
a  son  of  Rodney,  by  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  his  reply  was  :  "  I 
agree  with  your  royal  highness,  most  entirely,  that  the  son  of 
a  Rodney  ought  to  be  the  protege  of  every  person  in  the  king- 
dom, and  particularly  of  the  sea  officers.  Had  I  known  that 
there  had  been  this  claimant,  some  of  my  own  lieutenants  must 
have  given  way  to  such  a  name,  and  he  should  have  been 
placed  in  the  Victory — she  is  full,  and  I  have  twenty  on  my 
list ;  but,  whatever  numbers  I  have,  the  name  of  Rodney  must 
cut  many  of  them  out"  Such  was  the  proper  sense  which 
Nelson  felt  of  what  was  due  to  splendid  services  and  illustrious 
names.  His  feelings  towards  the  brave  men  who  had  served 
with  him,  are  shown  by  a  note  in  his  diary,  which  was  probably 
not  intended  for  any  other  eye  than  his  own  :  "Nov.  7,  I 
had  the  comfort  of  making  an  old  '  Agamenon,'  George  Jones, 
a  gunner  into  the  Chameleon  brig." 

When  Nelson  took  the  command,  it  was  expected  that  the 
Mediterranean  would  be  an  active  scene.  Nelson  well  under- 
stood the  character  of  the  perfidious  Oorsican,  who  was  now 
sole  tyrant  of  France ;  and  knowing  that  he  was  as  ready  to 
attack  his  friends  as  his  enemies,  knew,  therefore,  that  noth- 
ing could  be  more  uncertain  than  the  direction  of  the  fleet  from 
Toulon,  whenever  it  should  be  put  to  sea.  "  It  had  as  many 
destinations,"  he  said,  "  as  there  were  countries."    The  momen- 
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tous  revolutions  of  the  last  ten  years  had  given  him  ample 
matter  for  reflection,  as  well  as  opportunities  for  observation ; 
the  film  was  cleared  from  his  eyes  ;  and  now,  when  the  French 
no  longer  went  abroad  with  the  cry  of  liberty  and  equality,  he 
saw  that  the  oppression  and  misrule  of  the  powers  which  had 
been  opposed  to  them,  had  been  the  main  causes  of  their  suc- 
cess, and  that  those  causes  would  still  prepare  the  way  before 
them.  Even  in  Sicily,  where,  if  it  had  been  possible  longer  to 
blind  himself,  Nelson  would  willingly  have  seen  no  evil,  he 
perceived  that  the  people  wished  for  a  change,  and  acknow- 
ledged that  they  had  reason  to  wish  for  it.  In  Sardinia  the  same 
burden  of  mis-government  was  felt ;  and  the  people,  like  the 
•Sicilians,  were  impoverished  by  a  government  so  utterly  incom- 
petent to  perform  its  first  and  nj&st  essential  duties,  that  it  did 
not  protect  its  own  coasts  from  the  Barbary  pirates.  He 
would  fain  have  had  us  purchase  this  island  (the  finest  in  the 
Mediterranean)  from  its  sovereign,  who  did  not  receive  j£5,000 
a-year  from  it,  after  its  wretched  establishment  was  paid. 
There  was  reason  to  think  that  France  was  preparing  to  possess 
herself  of  this  important  point,  which  afibrded  our  fleet  facilities 
for  watching  Toulon,  not  to  be  obtained  elsewhere.  An  expe- 
<lition  was  preparing  at  Corsica  for  the  purpose ;  and  all  the 
Sardes,  who  had  taken  part  with  revolutionary  France,  were 
ordered  to  assemble  there.  Lt  was  certain  that  if  the  attack 
were  made,  it  would  succeed.  Nelson  thought  that  the  only 
means  of  preventing  Sardinia  from  becoming  French,  was  to 
make  it  English,  and  that  half  a  million  would  give  the  king  a 
rich  price,  and  England  a  cheap  purchase.  A  better,  and  there- 
fore a  wiser  policy,  would  have  been  to  exert  our  influence  in 
removing  the  abuses  of  the  government  ;  for  foreign  dominion 
is  always,  in  some  degree,  an  evil  ;  and  allegiance  neither  can 
nor  ought  to  be  made  a  thing  of  bargain  and  sale.  Sardinia, 
like  Sicily  and  Corsica,  is  large  enough  to  form  a  separate  state. 
Let  us  hope  that  these  islands  may,  ere  long,  be  made  free  and 
independent.  Freedom  and  independence  will  bring  with  them 
industry  and  prosperity  ;  and  wherever  these  are  found  arts 
and  letters  will  flourish,  and  the  improvement  of  the  human 
race  proceed. 

The  proposed  attack  was  postponed.  Views  of  wider 
ambition  were  opening  upon  Bonaparte,  who  now  almost  undis- 
guisedly  aspired  to  make  himself  master  of  the  continent  of 
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Europe  ;  and  Austria  was  preparing  for  another  struggle,  to  be 
3onducted  as  weakly,  and  terminated  as  miserably,  as  the 
:ormer.  Spain,  too,  was  once  more  to  be  involved  in  war  by 
;he  policy  of  France  ;  that  perfidious  government  having  in 
/iew  the  double  object  of  employing  the  Spanish  resources- 
igainst  England,  and  exhausting  them,  in  order  to  render  Spain 
tself  finally  its  prey.  Nelson,  who  knew  that  England  and  the 
jeninsula  ought  to  be  in  alliance,  for  the  common  interest  of 
)oth,  frequently  expressed  his  hopes  that  Spain  might  resume 
ler  natural  rank  among  the  nations.  "  We  ought,"  he  said, 
'  by  mutual  consent,  to  be  the  very  best  of  friends,  and  both 
,0  be  ever  hostile  to  France.  But  he  saw  that  Bonaparte  was 
neditating  the  destruction  of  Spain ;  and  that  while  the 
vretched  court  of  Madrid  professed  to  remain  neutral,  the 
ippearances  of  neutrality  were  scarcely  preserved.  An  order 
)f  the  year  1771,  excluding  British  ships  of  war  from  the  Spanish 
3orts,  was  revived  and  put  in  force  ;  while  French  privateers 
Tom  these  very  ports,  annoyed  the  British  trade,  carried  their 
)rizes  in,  and  sold  them  even  at  Barcelonia.  Nelson  complained 
)f  this  to  the  captain-general  of  Catalonia,  informing  him  that 
le  claimed,  for  every  British  ship  or  squadron  the  right  of 
ying,  as  long  as  it  pleased,  in  the  ports  of  Spain,  while  that 
•ight  was  allowed  to  other  powers.  To  the  British  ambassador, 
le  said  :  "  I  am  ready  to  make  large  allowances  for  the  mis- 
erable situation  Spain  has  placed  herself  in  ;  but  there  is  a 
certain  line  beyond  which  I  cannot  submit  to  be  treated  with 
iisrespect.  We  have  given  up  French  ships  taken  within  a 
^un-shot  of  the  Spanish  shore,  and  yet  French  vessels  are  per- 
nitted  to  attack  our  ships  from  the  Spanish  shore.  Your 
excellency  may  assure  the  Spanish  government,  that  in  what- 
ever place  the  Spaniards  allow  the  French  t©  attack  us,  in  that 
alace  I  shall  order  the  French  to  be  attacked." 

During  this  state  of  things,  to  which  the  weakness  of  Spain,. 
md  not  her  will,  consented,  the  enemy's  fleet  did  not  venture 
bo  put  to  sea.  Nelson  watched  it  with  unremitting  and  almost 
unexampled  perseverance.  The  station  oflT  Toulon  he  called  his 
bome.  *'  We  are  in  the  right  fighting  trim,"  said  he  ;  "  let  them 
3ome  as  soon  as  they  please.  I  never  saw  a  fleet,  altogether,  so 
well  ofiicered  and  manned ;  would  to  God  the  ships  were  half 
so  good !  The  finest  ones  in  the  service  would  soon  be 
destroyed  by  such  terrible  weather.     I  know  well  enough,  that 
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if  I  were  to  go  into  Malta  I  should  save  the  ships  during  this 
bad  season ;  but,  if  I  am  to  watch  the  French,  I  must  be  at 
sea  ;  and  if  at  sea,  must  have  bad  weather  ;  and  if  t^e  ships 
are  not  fit  to  stand  bad  weather,  they  are  useless."  Then  only 
he  was  satisfied,  and  at  ease,  when  he  had  the  enemy  in  view. 
Mr.  Elliot,  our  minister  at  Naples,  seems,  at  this  time,  to  have 
proposed  to  send  a  confidential  Frenchman  to  him  with  infor- 
mation, "  I  should  be  very  happy,"  he  replied,  "to  receive 
authentic  intelligence  of  the  destination  of  the  French  squadron, 
their  route,  and  time  of  sailing.  Anything  sliort  of  this 
is  useless  ;  and  I  assure  your  excellency,  that  I  would  not,  upon 
any  consideration,  have  a  Frenchman  in  the  fleet,  except  as  a 
prisoner.  I  put  no  confidence  in  them.  You  think  yours 
good  ;  the  queen  thinks  the  same  ;  I  believe  they  are  all  alike. 
Whatever  information  youi  can  get  me,  I  shall  be  very  thankful 
for ;  but  not  a  Frenchman  comes  here.  Forgive  me,  but  my 
mother  hated  the  French. 

M.  Latouche  Treville,  who  had  commanded  at  Boulogne, 
commanded  now  at  Toulon.  "  He  was  sent  for  on  purpose," 
said  Nelson,  "  as  he  beat  me  at  Boulogne,  to  beat  me  again,  but 
he  seems  very  loath  to  try."  One  day,  while  the  main  body  of 
our  fleet  was  out  of  sight  of  land,  Rear-Admiral  Campbell, 
reconnoitring  with  the  Canopus,  Donegal,  and  Amazon,  stood 
in  close  to  the  port,  and  M.  Latouche,  taking  advantage  of  a 
breeze  which  sprung  up,  pushed  out,  with  four  ships  of  the 
line,  and  three  heavy  frigates,  and  chased  him  about  four 
leagues.  The  Frenchman,  delighted  at  having  found  himself 
in  so  novel  a  position,  published  a  boastful  account ;  affirming 
that  he  had  given  chase  to  the  whole  British  fleet,  and  that 
Nelson  had  fled  before  him.  Nelson  thought  it  due  to  the 
admiralty  to  send  home  a  copy  of  the  Victory's  log  upon  this 
occasion.  "  As  for  himself,"  he  said,  "  if  his  character  was 
not  established  by  that  time  for  not  being  apt  to  run  away,  it 
was  not  worth  his  while  to  put  the  world  right."  "  If  this 
fleet  gets  fairly  up  with  M.  Latouche,"  said  he,  to  one  of  his 
correspondents,  "his  letter,  with  all  his  ingenuity,  must  be  dif- 
ferent from  his  last.  We  had  fancied  that  we  chased  him  into 
Toulon ;  for,  blind  as  I  am,  I  could  see  his  water  line,  when  he 
clued  his  topsails  up,  shutting  in  Sepet.  But,  from  the  time 
of  his  meeting  Captain  Hawker  in  the  Isis,  I  never  heard  of 
his  acting  otherwise  than  as  a  poltroon  and  a  liar.     Contempt 


127 

is  the  best  mode  of  treating  such  a  miscreant."  In  spite,  how- 
ever, of  contempt,  the  impudence  of  this  Frenchman  half 
angered  him.  He  said  to  his  brother  :  "  You  will  have  seen 
Latoucho's  letter  ;  how  he  chased  me,  and  how  I  ran.  I  keep 
it ;  and  if  I  take  him,  by  God  he  shall  eat  it !  " 

Nelson,  who  used  to  say,  that  in  sea  affairs  nothing  is  impos- 
sible, and    nothing    improbable,   feared    the    more    that  this 
Frenchman  might  get  out  and  elude  his  vigilance ;  because  he 
was  so  especially  desirous  of  catching  him,  and  administering  to 
him  his  own  lying  letter  in  a  sandwich.     M.  Latouche,  how- 
ever, escaped  him  in  another  way.     He  died,  according  to  the 
French  papers,  in  consequence  of  walking  so  often  up  to  the 
signal  post  upon  Sepet,  to  watch  the  British  fleet.     "  I  always 
pronounced  that  would  be  his  death,"  said  Nelson.    "  If  he  had 
come  out  and  fought  me,  it  would,  at  least,  have  added  ten 
years  to  my  life.     The  patience  with  which  he  had  watched 
Toulon,  he  spoke  of,  truly,  as  a  perseverance  at  sea  which  had 
never  been  surpassed.     From  May,  1803,  to  August,  1805,  he 
himself  went  out  of  his  ship  but  three  times ;  each  of  those 
times  was  upon  the  king's  service,  and  neither  time  of  absence 
exceeded  an  hour.     The  weather  had  been  so  unusually  severe, 
that,  he  said,  the  Mediterranean  seemed  altered.     It  was  his 
rule  never  to  contend  with  the  gales  ;  but  either  run  to  the 
southward,  to  escape  their  violence,  or  furl  all  the  sails,  and  make 
the  ships  as  easy  as  possible.     The  men,  though  he  said  flesh 
and  blood  could  hardly  stand  it,  continued  in  excellent  health, 
which,  he  ascribed,  in  great  measure,  to  a  plentiful  supply  of 
lemons  and  onions.     For  himself,  he  thought  he  could  only  last 
till   the  battle  was  over.     One  battle  more  it  was   his   hope 
that  he  might  fight.      "  However,"  said  he,  "  Whatever  happens 
I  have  run   a  glorious  race."     He   was   afraid   of   blindness, 
and  this  was  the  only  evil  which  he  could  not  contemplate  with- 
out unhappiness.     More  alarming  symptoms  he  regarded  with 
less  apprehension  ;  describing  his  own  "  shattered  carcass,"  as 
in  the  worst  plight  of  any  in  the  fleet,  and  he  says  :      ''  I  have 
felt  the  blood  gushing  up  to  the  left  side  of  my  head,  and,  the 
moment  it  covers  the  brain,  I  am  fast  asleep."  The  fleet  was  in 
worse  trim  than  the  men  ;  but  when  he  compared  it  with  the 
enemy's,  it  was  with  a  right  English  feeling.     "  The  French 
fleet,  yesterday,"  said  he,  in  one  of  his  letters,  "  was  to  appear- 
ance in  high  feather,  and  as  fine  as  paint  could  make  them  ; 
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but  when  they  may  sail,  or  where  they  may  go,  I  am  very  sorry 
to  say  is  a  secret  I  am  not  acquainted  with.  Our  weather- 
beaten  ships,  I  have  no  fear,  will  make  their  sides  like  a  plum- 
pudding." 

Hostilities  at  length  commenced  between  Great  Britain  and 
Spain.  That  country,  whose  miserable  government  made  her 
subservient  to  France,  was  once  more  destined  to  lavish  her 
resources  and  her  blood  in  furtherance  of  the  designs  of  a  per- 
fidious ally.  The  immediate  occasion  of  the  war,  was  the 
seizure  of  four  treasure  ships  by  the  English.  The  act  was 
perfectly  justifiable ;  for  those  treasures  were  intended  to 
furnish  means  for  France ;  but  the  circumstances  which  attended 
it,  were  as  unhappy  as  they  were  unforseen.  Four  frigates  had 
been  despatched  to  intercept  them.  They  met  with  an  equal 
force.  Resistance,  therefore,  became  a  point  of  honour  on  the 
part  of  the  Spaniards,  and  one  of  their  ships  soon  blew  up  with 
all  on  board.  Had  a  stronger  squadron  been  sent,  this  deplor- 
able catastrophe  might  have  been  spared — a  catastrophe  which 
excited  not  more  indignation  in  Spain,  than  it  did  grief  in  those 
who  were  its  unwilling  instruments,  in  the  English  govern- 
ment, and  in  the  English  people.  On  the  5tli  of  October  this 
unhappy  afiair  occurred,  and  Nelson  was  not  apprised  of  it  till 
the  12th  of  the  ensuing  month.  He  had,  indeed,  sufiicient 
mortification  at  the  breaking  out  of  the  Spanish  war ;  an  event 
which,  it  might  reasonably  have  been  supposed,  would  amply 
enrich  the  ofiicers  of  the  Mediterranean  fleet,  and  repay  them 
for  the  severe  and  unremitting  duty  on  which  they  had  been 
so  long  employed.  But  of  this  harvest  they  were  deprived  ; 
for  Sir  John  Orde  was  sent  with  a  small  squadron,  and  a 
separate  command,  to  Cadiz.  Nelson's  feelings  were  never 
wounded  so  deeply  as  now.  "  I  had  thought,"  said  he,  writing 
in  the  first  flow  and  freshness  of  indignation :  "  I  fancied — 
but,  nay ;  it  must  have  been  a  dream,  an  idle  dream — yet,  I 
confess  it,  I  did  fancy  that  I  had  done  my  country  service ; 
and  thus  they  use  me  !  And  under  what  circumstances,  and 
with  what  pointed  aggravation  !  Yet,  if  I  know  my  own 
thoughts,  it  is  not  for  myself,  or  on  my  own  account  chiefly, 
that  I  feel  the  sting  and  disappointment.  No  !  it  is  for  my 
brave  oflacers;  for  my  noble-minded  friends  and  comrades. 
Such  a  gallant  set  of  fellows  !  Such  a  band  of  brothers  !  My 
heart  swells  at  the  thought  of  them  !  " 
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War  between  Spain  and  England  was  now  declared ;  and, 
on  the  18th  of  January,  the  Toulon  fleet,  having  the  Spaniards 
to  co-operate  with  them,  put  to  sea.  Nelson  was  at  anchor  off 
the  coast  of  Sardinia,  where  the  Madelena  islands  form  one  of 
the  finest  harbours  in  the  world,  when,  at  three  in  the  after- 
noon of  the  19th,  the  Active  and  Seahorse  frigates  brought 
this  long-hoped  for  intelligence.  They  had  been  close  to  the 
enemy  at  ten  on  the  preceding  night,  but  lost  sight  of  them  in 
about  four  hours.  The  fleet  immediately  unmoored  and  weighed, 
and  at  six  in  the  evening  ran  through  the  strait  between  Eiche 
and  Sardinia ;  a  passage  so  narrow,  that  the  ships  could  only 
pass  one  at  a  time,  each  following  the  stern  lights  of  its  leader. 
From  the  position  of  the  enemy,  when  they  were  last  seen,  it 
was  inferred,  that  they  must  be  bound  round  the  southern  end 
of  Sardinia.  Signal  was  made  the  next  morning  to  prepare  for 
battle.  Bad  weather  came  on,  baffling  the  one  fleet  in  its  object,. 
and  the  other  in  its  pursuit.  Nelson  beat  about  the  Sicilian  seas- 
for  ten  days,  without  obtaining  any  other  information  of  the 
enemy,  than  that  one  of  their  ships  had  put  into  Ajaccio  dis- 
masted ;  and  having  seen  that  Sardinia,  Naples,  and  Sicily, 
were  safe,  believing  Egypt  to  be  their  destination,  for  Egypt 
he  ran.  The  disappointment  and  distress  which  he  had  ex- 
perienced in  his  former  pursuits  of  the  French  through  the 
same  seas  were  now  renewed ;  but  Nelson,  while  he  endured 
these  anxious  and  unhappy  feelings,  was  still  consoled  by  the 
same  confidence  as  on  the  former  occasion — that,  though  his 
judgment  might  be  erroneous,  under  all  circumstances,  he  was 
right  in  having  formed  it.  "I  have  consulted  no  man,"  said 
he,  to  the  admiralty  ;  "  therefore,  the  whole  blame  of  ignorance 
in  forming  my  judgment  must  rest  with  me.  I  would  allow 
no  man  to  take  from  me  an  atom  of  my  glory  had  I  fallen  in 
with  the  French  fleet ;  nor  do  I  desire  any  man  to  partake  any 
of  the  responsibility.  All  is  mine,  right  or  wrong."  Then 
stating  the  grounds  upon  which  he  had  proceeded,  he  added  : 
"  At  this  moment  of  sorrow,  I  still  feel  that  I  have  acted 
right."  In  the  same  spirit  he  said  to  Sir  Alexander  Ball : 
"  When  I  call  to  remembrance  all  the  circumstances,  I  approve, 
if  nobody  else  does,  of  my  own  conduct." 

Bafiled  thus,  he  bore  up  for  Malta,  and  met  intelligence  from 
Naples  that  the  French,  having  been  dispersed  in  a  gale,  had 
put  back  to  Toulon.     From  the  same  quarter  he  learned,  that 
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a  great  number  of  saddles  and  muskets  had  been  embarked  ; 
and  this  confirmed  him  in  his  opinion  that  Egypt  was  their 
destination.  That  they  should  have  put  back  in  consequence 
of  storms  which  he  had  weathered,  gave  him  a  consoling  sense 
of  British  superiority.  "These  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "are  not 
accustomed  to  a  Gulf  of  Lyons  gale ;  we  have  buffeted  them 
for  one  and  twenty  months,  and  not  carried  away  a  spar." 
He,  however,  who  had  so  often  braved  these  gales,  was  now, 
though  not  mastered  by  them,  vexatiously  th^varted  and  im- 
peded ;  and,  on  February  27,  he  was  compelled  to  anchor  in 
Pulla  Bay,  in  the  Gulf  of  Cagliari.  From  the  21st  of  January, 
the  fleet  had  remained  ready  for  battle,  without  a  bulkhead 
up,  night  or  day.  He  anchored  here,  that  he  might  not  be 
driven  to  leeward.  As  soon  as  the  weather  moderated  he  put 
to  sea  again  ;  and,  after  again  beating  about  against  contrary 
winds,  another  gale  drove  him  to  anchor  in  the  Gulf  of  Palma, 
on  the  8th  of  March.  This  he  made  his  rendezvous;  he  knew 
that  the  French  troops  still  remained  embarked,  and,  wishing 
to  lead  them  into  a  belief  that  he  was  stationed  upon  the 
Spanish  coast,  he  made  his  appearance  off  Barcelona  with  that 
intent.  About  the  end  of  the  month,  he  began  to  fear  that 
the  plan  of  the  expedition  was  abandoned ;  and,  sailing  once 
more  towards  his  old  station  oft'  Toulon,  on  the  4th  of  April, 
he  met  the  Phoebe,  with  news  that  Villeneuve  had  put  to  sea 
on  the  last  of  March  with  eleven  ships  of  the  line,  seven  frigates, 
and  two  brigs.  When  last  seen,  they  were  stearing  toward  the 
coast  of  Africa.  Nelson  first  covered  the  channel  between 
Sardinia  and  Barbary,  so  as  to  satisfy  himself  that  Villeneuve 
was  not  taking  the  same  route  for  Egypt  which  Gantheaume 
had  taken  before  him,  when  he  attempted  to  carry  reinforce- 
ments there.  Certain  of  this,  he  bore  up  on  the  7th  for  Pal- 
mero,  lest  the  French  should  pass  to  the  north  of  Corsica,  and 
he  despatched  cruisers  in  all  directions.  On  the  11th  he  felt 
assured  that  they  were  not  gone  down  the  Mediterranean  ;  and 
sending  oflF  frigates  to  Gibraltar,  to  Lisbon,  and  to  Admiral 
Cornwallis,  who  commanded  the  squadron  ofi  Brest,  he 
endeavoured  to  get  to  the  westward,  beating  against  westerly 
winds.  After  five  days,  a  neutral  gave  intelligence  that  the 
French  had  been  seen  off  Cape  de  Gatte  on  the  7th.  It  was 
soon  after  ascertained  that  they  had  passed  the  Straits  of  Gib- 
raltar on  the  day  following ;  and  Nelson,  knowing  that  they 
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might  already  be  half  way  to  Ireland,  or  to  Jamaica,  exclaimed, 
that  he  was  miserable.  One  gleam  of  comfort  only  came  across 
him  in  the  reflection,  that  his  vigilance  had  rendered  it  impos- 
sible for  them  to  undertake  any  expedition  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean. 

Eight  days  after  this  certain  intelligence  had  been  obtained, 
he  described  his  state  of  mind  thus  forcibly,  in  writing  to  the 
governor  of  Malta :  "  My  good  fortune,  my  dear  Ball,  seems 
flown  away.  I  cannot  get  a  fair  wind,  or  even  a  side  wind. 
Dead  foul  !  Dead  foul  '  But  my  mind  is  fully  made  up  what 
to  do  when  I  leave  the  Straits,  supposing  there  is  no  certain 
account  of  the  enemy's  destination.  I  believe  this  ill  luck  will 
go  near  to  kill  me ;  but,  as  these  are  times  of  exertion,  I  must 
not  be  cast  down,  whatever  I  may  feel."  In  spite  of  every 
exertion  which  could  be  made  by  all  the  zeal  and  all  the  skill  of 
British  seamen,  he  did  not  get  in  sight  of  Gibraltar  till  the  30th 
April ;  and  the  wind  was  then  so  adverse  that  it  was  impossible 
to  pass  the  Gut.  He  anchored  in  Mazari  Bay,  on  the  Barbary 
shore ;  obtained  supplies  from  Tetuan ;  and  when,  on  the  5th 
a  breeze  from  the  eastward  sprang  up  at  last,  sailed  once  more, 
hoping  to  hear  of  the  enemy  from  Sir  John  Orde,  who  com- 
manded off  Cadiz,  or  from  Lisbon.  "  If  nothing  is  heard  of 
them,"  said  he,  to  the  admiralty,  "  I  shall  probably  think  the 
rumours  which  have  been  spread  are  true,  that  their  object  is 
the  West  Indies ;  and,  in  that  case,  I  think  it  my  duty  to  fol- 
low them  ;  or  to  the  Antipodes,  should  I  believe  that  to  be 
their  destination."  At  the  time  when  this  resolution  was 
taken,  the  physician  of  the  fleet  had  ordered  him  to  return  to 
England  before  the  hot  months. 

Nelson  had  formed  his  judgment  of  their  destination,  and 
made  up  his  mind  accordingly ;  when  Donald  Campbell,  at 
that  time  an  admiral  in  the  Portuguese  service,  the  same  person 
who  had  given  important  tidings  to  Earl  St.  Vincent  of  the 
movements  of  that  fleet  from  which  he  won  his  title,  a  second 
time  gave  timely  and  momentous  intelligence  to  the  flag  of  his 
country.  He  went  on  board  the  Victory,  and  communicated 
to  Nelson  his  certain  knowledge  that  the  combined  Spanish 
and  French  fleets  were  bound  for  the  West  Indies.  Hitherto 
all  things  had  favoured  the  enemy.  While  the  British  com- 
mander was  beating  up  against  strong  southerly  and  westerly 
gales,  they  had  wind  to  their  wish  from  the  N.  E. ,  and  done 
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in  nine  days  what  he  was  a  whole  month  in  accomplishing. 
Villeneuve,  finding  the  Spaniards  at  Carthagena  were  not  in  a 
state  of  equipment  to  join  him,  dared  not  wait,  but  hastened 
on  to  Cadiz.  Sir  John  Orde  necessarily  retired  at  his  approach. 
Admiral  Gravina,  with  six  Spanish  ships  of  the  line,  and  two 
French,  came  out  to  him,  and  they  sailed  without  a  moment's- 
loss  of  time.  They  had  about  three  thousand  French  troops 
on  board,  and  fifteen  hundred  Spanish :  six  hundred  were 
under  orders,  expecting  them  at  Martinique,  and  one  thousand 
at  Guadaloupe.  General  Lauriston  commanded  the  troops. 
The  combined  fleet  now  consisted  of  eighteen  sail  of  the  line^ 
six-forty-four  gun  frigates,  one  of  twenty-six  guns,  three  cor- 
vettes, and  a  brig.  They  were  joined  afterwards  by  two  new 
French  line  of  battle  ships,  and  one  forty-four.  Nelson  pur- 
sued them  with  ten  sail  of  the  line  and  three  frigates.  "Take 
you  a  Frenchman  a-piece,"  said  he  to  his  captains,  "  and  leave 
me  the  Spaniards  :  when  I  haul  down  my  colours,  I  expect  you 
to  do  the  same ;  and  not  till  then." 

The  enemy  had  five-and-thirty  days'  start ;  but  he  calculated 
that  he  should  gain  eight  or  ten  days  upon  them  by  his  exertions. 
May  15th  he  made  Madeira,  and  on  June  4th  reached 
Barbadoes,  whither  he  had  sent  despatches  before  him  ;  and 
where  he  found  Admiral  Cochrane,  with  two  ships,  part  of  our 
squadron  in  those  seas  being  at  Jamaica.  He  found  here  also 
accounts  that  the  combined  fleets  had  been  seen  from  St.  Lucia 
on  the  28th,  standing  to  the  southward,  and  that  Tobago  and 
Trinidad  were  there  objects.  This  Nelson  doubted  ;  but  he 
was  alone  in  his  opinion,  and  yielded  it  with  these  foreboding 
words — "  If  your  intelligence  proves  false,  you  lose  me  the 
French  fleet."  Sir  William  Myers  ofi'ered  to  embark  herewith 
two  thousand  troops  : — they  were  taken  on  board,  and  the 
next  morning  he  sailed  for  Tobago.  Here  accident  confirmed 
the  false  intelligence  which  had,  whether  from  intention  or 
error,  misled  him.  A  merchant  at  Tobago,  in  the  general 
alarm,  not  knowing  whether  this  fleet  was  friend  or  foe,  sent 
out  a  schooner  to  reconnoitre,  and  acquaint  him  by  signal. 
The  signal  which  he  has  chosen  happened  to  be  the  very  one 
which  had  been  appointed  by  Colonel  Shipley  of  the  engineers, 
to  signify  that  the  enemy  were  at  Trinidad  ;  and  as  this  was 
at  the  close  of  the  day,  there  was  no  opportunity  of  discovering 
the  mistake.     An  American  brig  was  met  with  about  the  same 
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time  ;  the  master  of  which,  with  that  propensity  to  deceive  the 
English  and  assist  the  French  in  any  manner,  which  has  been 
but  too  common  among  his  countrymen,  affirmed,  that  he  had 
been  boarded  off  Granada  a  few  days  before  by  the  French, 
who  were  standing  towards  the  Bocas  of  Trinidad.  The  fresh 
intelligence  removed  all  doubts.  The  ships  were  cleared  for 
action  before  day-light,  and  Nelson  entered  the  Bay  of  Paria 
on  the  7th,  hoping  and  expecting  to  make  the  mouths  of  the 
Orinoco  as  famous  in  the  annals  of  the  British  navy  as  those 
of  the  Nile.  Not  an  enemy  was  there  ;  and  it  was  discovered 
that  accident  and  artifice  had  combined  to  lead  him  so  far  to 
leeward,  that  there  could  have  been  little  hope  of  fetching  to 
windward  of  Granada  for  any  other  fleet.  Nelson,  however, 
with  skill  and  exertions  never  exceeded,  and  almost  unex- 
ampled, bore  for  that  island. 

Advices  met  him  on  the  way,  that  the  combined  fleets,  having 
captured  the  Diamond  Rock,  were  then  at  Martinique,  on 
the  4th,  and  were  expected  to  sail  that  night  for  the  attack  of 
Granada.  On  the  9th,  Nelson  arrived  off  that  island ;  and 
there  learned  that  they  had  passed  to  leeward  of  Antigua  the 
preceding  day,  and  taken  a  homeward  bound  convoy.  Had 
it  not  been  for  false  information,  upon  which  Nelson  had  acted 
reluctantly,  and  in  opposition  to  his  own  judgment,  he  would 
have  been  off  Port  Royal  just  as  they  were  leaving  it,  and  the 
battle  would  have  been  fought  on  the  spot  where  Rodney 
defeated  De  Grasse.  This  he  remembered  in  his  vexation  ;  but 
he  had  saved  the  colonies,  and  above  two  hundred  ships  laden 
for  Europe,  which  would  else  have  fallen  in  the  enemy's  hands; 
and  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  the  mere  terror  of 
his  name  had  effected  this,  and  had  put  to  flight  the  allied 
enemies,  whose  force  nearly  doubled  that  before  which  they 
fled.  That  they  were  flying  back  to  Europe  he  believed,  and 
for  Europe  he  steered  in  pursuit  on  the  13th,  having  dis- 
embarked t'ae  troops  at  Antigua,  and  taking  with  him  the 
■Spartiate,  74  :  the  only  addition  to  the  squadron  with  which 
he  was  pursuing  so  superior  a  force.  Five  days  afterwards,  the 
Amazon  brought  intelligence,  that  she  had  spoke  a  schooner 
who  had  seen  them,  on  the  evening  of  the  15th,  steering  to  the 
north  ;  and,  by  computation,  eighty-seven  leagues  off.  Nelson's 
•diary  at  this  time  denotes  his  great  anxiety,  and  his  perpetual 
^nd  all  observing  vigilance.       "June  21,  Midnight. — Nearly 
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calm ;  saw  three  planks,  which  I  think  came  from  the  French 
fleet.  Very  miserable,  which  is  very  foolish."  On  the  17th 
of  July,  he  came  in  sight  of  Cape  St.  Vincent,  and  steered  for 
Gibraltar.  "June  18th,"  his  diary  says,  "Cape  Spartel  irk 
sight,  but  no  French  fleet,  or  any  information  about  them. 
How  sorrowful  this  makes  me  !  but  I  cannot  help  myself." 
The  next  day  he  anchored  at  Gibraltar ;  and  on  the  20th,  says- 
he,  "I  went  on  shore  for  the  first  time  since  June  16th,  1803; 
and  from  having  my  foot  out  of  the  Victory,  two  years,  want- 
ing ten  days." 

Here  he  communicated  with  his  old  friend  Collingwood, 
who,  having  been  detached  with  a  squadron,  when  the  dis- 
appearance of  the  combined  fleets,  and  of  Nelson  in  their  pur- 
suit, was  known  in  England,  had  taken  his  station  off  Cadiz. 
He  thought  that  Ireland  was  the  enemy's  ultimate  object ; 
that  they  would  now  liberate  the  Ferrol  squadron,  which  was 
blocked  up  by  Sir  Robert  Calder,  call  for  the  Rochefort  ships,, 
and  then  appear  of  Ushant  with  three  or  four  and  thirty  sail ; 
there  to  be  joined  by  the  Brest  fleet.  With  this  great  force 
he  supposed  they  would  make  for  Ireland ;  the  real  mark  and 
bent  of  all  their  operations ;  and  their  flight  to  the  West 
Indies,  he  thought,  had  been  merely  undertaken  to  take  ofT 
Nelson's  force,  which  was  the  great  impediment  to  their 
undertaking. 

CoUingwood  was  gifted  with  great  political  penetration. 
As  yet,  however,  all  was  conjecture  concerning  the  enemy  ; 
and  Nelson,  having  victualled  and  watered  at  Tetuan,  stood 
for  Ceuta  on  the  24th,  still  without  information  of  their 
course.  Next  day,  intelligence  arrived  that  the  Curieux  brig 
had  seen  them  on  the  19th,  standing  to  the  northward.  He 
proceeded  ofi"  Cape  St.  Vincent,  rather  cruising  for  intelligence,, 
than  knowing  whither  to  betake  himself ;  and  here  a  case' 
occurred,  that  more  than  any  other  event  in  real  history, 
resembles  those  whimsical  proofs  of  sagacity,  which  Voltaire, 
in  his  "  Zadig,"  has  borrowed  from  the  orientals.  One  of  our 
frigates  spoke  an  American,  who,  a  little  to  the  westward  of 
the  Azores,  had  fallen  in  with  an  armed  vessel,  appearing  to- 
be  a  dismasted  privateer,  deserted  by  her  crew,  which  had 
been  run  on  board  by  another  ship,  and  had  been  set  fire  to  ; 
but  the  fire  had  gone  out.  A  log-book,  and  a  few  seamen  s. 
jackets,  were  found  in  the  cabin ;  and  these  were  brought  to. 
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Nelson.  The  log-book  closed  with  these  words  :  "  Two  large 
vessels  in  the  W.  N.  W.  ; "  and  this  led  him  to  conclude  that 
the  vessel  had  been  an  Engish  privateer,  cruising  off  the  West- 
ern Islands.  But  there  was  in  this  book  a  soap  of  dirty  paper, 
filled  with  figures.  Nelson,  immediately  upon  seeing  it, 
observed  that  the  figures  were  written  by  a  Frenchman  :  and 
after  studying  this  for  a  while,  said :  "I  can  explain  the 
whole.  The  jackets  are  of  French  manufacture,  and  proved 
that  the  privateer  was  in  possession  of  the  enemy.  She  had 
been  chased  and  taken  by  the  two  ships  that  were  seen  in  the 
W.  N.  W.  The  prize-master,  going  on  board  in  a  hurry,  forgot 
to  take  with  him  his  reckoning  ;  there  is  none  in  the  log-book  ; 
and  the  dirty  paper  contains  her  work  for  the  number  of  days 
since  the  privateer  last  left  Corvo  :  with  an  unaccounted-for 
run,  which  I  take  to  have  been  the  chase,  in  his  endeavour  to 
find  out  her  situation  by  back  reckonings.  By  some  mis- 
management, I  conclude,  she  was  run  on  board  of  by  one  of 
the  enemy's  ships,  and  dismasted.  Not  liking  delay  (for  1  am 
satisfied  that  those  two  ships  were  the  advanced  ones  of  the 
French  squadron),  and  fancying  we  were  close  at  their  heels, 
they  set  fire  to  the  vessel,  and  abandoned  her  in  a  hurry.  If 
this  explanation  be  correct,  I  infer  from  it,  that  they  are  gone 
more  to  the  northward,  and  more  to  the  northward  I  will 
look  for  them."  This  course  accordingly  he  held,  but  still 
without  success.  Still  persevering,  and  still  disappointed, 
he  returned  near  enough  to  Cadiz  to  ascertain  that  they 
were  not  there ;  traversed  the  Bay  of  Biscay  ;  and  then, 
as  a  last  hope,  stood  over  for  the  northwest  coast  of  Ire- 
land, against  adverse  winds,  till,  on  the  evening  of  the 
12th  of  August,  he  learned  that  they  had  not  been  heard  of 
there.  Frustrated  thus  in  all  his  hopes,  after  a  pursuit,  to 
which,  for  its  extent,  rapidity,  and  perseverance,  no  parallel 
can  be  produced,  he  judged  it  best  to  reinforce  the  channel  fleet 
with  his  squadron,  lest  the  enemy,  an  CoUingwood  apprehended, 
should  bear  down  upon  Brest  with  their  whole  collected  force. 
On  the  15th,  he  joined  Admiral  Cornwallis  ofi"  Ushant.  No 
news  had  yet  been  obtained  of  the  enemy  ;  and,  on  the  same 
evening,  he  received  orders  to  proceed,  with  the  Victory  and 
Superb,  to  Portsmouth. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

At  Portsmouth,  Nelson  at  length  found  news  of  the  combined 
fleets.  Sir  Robert  Calder,  who  had  been  sent  out  to  intercept 
their  return,  had  fallen  in  with  them,  on  the  22nd  of  July, 
sixty  leagues  west  of  Cape  Finisterre.  Their  force  consisted 
of  twenty  sail  of  the  line,  three  fifty-gun  ships,  five  frigates, 
and  two  brigs ;  his,  of  fifteen  line  of  battle  ships,  two  frigates, 
a  cutter,  and  a  lugger.  After  an  action  of  four  hours  he  had 
captured  an  eighty-four  and  a. seventy-four,  and  then  thought 
it  necessary  to  bring  to  the  squadron,  for  the  purpose  of  secur- 
ing their  prizes.  The  hostile  fleets  remained  in  sight  of  each 
other  till  the  26th,  when  the  enemy  bore  away.  The  capture 
of  two  ships  from  so  superior  a  force,  would  have  been  con- 
sidered as  no  inconsiderable  victory  a  few  years  earlier  ;  but 
Nelson  had  introduced  a  new  era  in  our  naval  history  ;  and  the 
nation  felt,  respecting  this  action,  as  he  had  felt  on  a  somewhat 
similar  occasion.  They  regretted  that  Nelson,  with  his  eleven 
ships,  had  not  been  in  Sir  Robert  Calder's  place  ;  and  their 
disappointment  was  generally  and  loudly  expressed. 

Frustrated  as  his  own  hopes  had  been.  Nelson  had  yet  the 
high  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  his  judgment  had  never  been 
more  conspicuously  approved,  and  that  he  had  rendered  essen- 
tial service  to  his  country,  by  driving  the  enemy  from  those 
islands,  where  they  expected  there  could  be  no  force  capable  of 
opposing  them.  The  West  India  merchants  in  London,  as  men 
whose  interests  were  more  immediately  benefited,  appointed  a 
deputation  to  express  their  thanks  for  his  great  and  judicious 
exertions.  It  was  now  his  intention  to  rest  awhile  from  his 
labours,  and  recruit  himself,  after  all  his  fatigues  and  cares,  in 
the  society  of  those  whom  he  loved.  All  his  stores  were 
brought  up  from  the  Victory,  and  he  found  in  his  house  at 
Merton  the  enjoyment  which  he  had  anticipated.  Many  days 
had  not  elapsed  before  Captain  Blackwood,  on  his  way  to 
London  with  despatches,  called  on  him  at  five  in  the  morning. 
Nelson,  who  was  already  dressed,  exclaimed,  the  moment  he 
saw  him  :  "  I  am  sure  you  bring  me  news  of  the  French  and 
Spanish  fleets  !  I  think  I  shall  yet  have  to  beat  them  !  "  They 
had  refitted  at  Vigo,  after  the  indecisive  action  with  Sir  Robert 
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Calder  ;  then  proceeded  to  Ferrol,  brought  out  the  squadron 
from  thence,  and  with  it  entered  Cadiz  in  safety.  "  Depend 
on  it,  Blackwood,"  he  repeatedly  said,  "  I  shall  yet  give  M. 
Villeneuve  a  drubbing."  But,  when  Blackwood  had  left  him, 
he  wanted  resolution  to  declare  his  wishes  to  Lady  Hamilton 
and  his  sisters,  and  endeavoured  to  drive  away  the  thought. 
He  had  done  enough  ;  he  said.  "  Let  the  man  trudge  it  who 
has  lost  his  budget  ! "  His  countenance  belied  his  lips ;  and 
as  he  was  pacing  one  of  the  walks  in  the  garden,  which  he  used 
to  call  the  quarter-deck,  Lady  Hamilton  came  up  to  him,  and 
told  him  she  saw  he  was  uneasy.  He  smiled,  and  said,  "  No, 
he  was  as  happy  as  possible  ;  he  was  surrounded  by  his  family, 
his  health  was  better  since  he  had  been  on  shore,  and  he  would 
not  give  sixpence  to  call  the  king  his  uncle."  She  replied  that 
she  did  not  believe  him,  that  she  knew  he  was  longing  to  get  at 
the  combined  fleets,  that  he  considered  them  as  his  own  pro- 
perty, that  he  would  be  miserable  if  any  man  but  himself  did 
the  business  ;  and  that  he  ought  to  have  them,  as  the  price  and 
reward  of  his  two  year's  long  watching,  and  his  hard  chase.  ' '  Nel- 
son," said  she,  however  we  may  lament  your  absence,  offer  your 
services  ;  they  will  be  accepted,  and  you  will  gain  a  quiet  heart 
by  it ;  you  will  have  a  glorious  victory,  and  then  you  may 
return  here,  and  be  happy."  He  looked  at  her  with  tears  in 
his  eyes  :  "  Brave  Emma  !  Good  Emma  !  If  there  were  more 
Emmas,  there  would  be  more  Nelsons." 

His  services  were  as  willingly  accepted  as  they  were  offered  ; 
and  Lord  Barham,  giving  him  the  list  of  the  navy,  desired  him 
to  choose  his  own  officers.  "  Choose  yourself,  my  lord,"  was 
his  reply  ;  "  the  same  spirit  actuates  the  whole  profession  ; 
you  cannot  choose  wrong."  Lord  Barham  then  desired  him  to 
say  what  ships,  and  how  many,  he  would  wish,  in  addition  to  the 
fleet  which  he  was  going  to  command,  and  said  they  should  follow 
him  as  soon  as  each  was  ready.  No  appointment  was  ever 
more  in  unison  with  the  feelings  and  judgment  of  the  whole 
nation.  They,  like  Lady  Hamilton,  thought  that  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  combined  fleets  ought  properly  to  be  Nelson's  work  ; 
that  he,  who  had  been 

"  Half  around  the  sea-girt  ball, 
The  hunter  of  the  recreant  Gaul,"  * 

*Songs  of  Trafalgar. 
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ought  to  reap  the  spoils  of  the  chase,  which  he  had  watched  so 
long,  and  so  perseveringly  pursued. 

Unremitting  exertions  were  made  to  equip  the  ships  which 
he  had  chosen,  and  especially  to  refit  the  Victory,  which  was 
once  more  to  bear  his  flag.  Before  he  left  London,  he  called 
upon  his  upholsterer's,  where  the  coffin,  which  Captain  Hallo- 
well  had  given  him,  was  deposited,  and  desired  that  its  history 
might  be  engraven  upon  the  lid,  saying,  it  was  highly  probable 
he  might  want  it  on  his  return,  He  seemed,  indeed,  to  have 
been  impressed  with  an  expectation  that  he  should  fall  in  the 
battle.  In  a  letter  to  his  brother,  written  immediately  after 
his  return,  he  had  said  :  "  We  must  not  talk  of  Sir  Robert 
Oalder's  battle.  I  might  not  have  done  so  much  with  my  small 
force.  If  I  had  fallen  in  with  them,  you  might  probably  have 
been  a  lord  before  I  wished  ;  for  I  know  they  meant  to  make 
a  dead  set  at  the  Victory."  Nelson,  had  once  regarded  the 
prospect  of  death  with  gloomy  satisfaction  ;  it  was  when  he 
anticipated  the  upbraidings  of  his  wife,  and  the  displeasure  of 
his  venerable  father.  The  state  of  his  feelings  now  was 
expressed,  in  his  private  journal,  in  these  words  :  "  Friday 
night  (Sept.  l3th),  at  half-past  ten,  I  drove  from  dear,  dear 
Merton,  where  I  left  all  which  I  hold  dear  in  this  world,  to  go 
to  serve  my  king  and  country.  May  the  great  God,  whom  I 
adore,  enable  me  to  fulfil  the  expectations  of  my  country  !  And, 
if  it  is  His  good  pleasure  that  I  should  return,  my  thanks  will 
never  cease  being  offered  up  to  the  throne  of  His  mercy.  If  it 
is  His  good  providence  to  cut  short  my  days  upon  earth,  I  bow 
with  the  greatest  submission  ;  relying  that  He  will  protect  those 
so  dear  to  me,  whom  I  may  leave  behind  !  His  will  be  done  ! 
Amen  !     Amen  !     Amen  !  " 

Early  on  the  following  morning  he  reached  Portsmouth  ;  and, 
having  despatched  his  business  on  shore,  endeavoured  to  elude 
the  populace  by  taking  a  byeway  to  the  beach  ;  but  a  crowd 
collected  in  his  train,  pressing  forward  to  obtain  sight  of  his 
face  ;  many  were  in  tears,  and  many  knelt  down  before  him, 
and  blessed  him  as  he  passed.  England  has  had  many  heroes  ; 
but  never  one  who  so  entirely  possessed  the  love  of  his  fellow- 
countrymen  as  Nelson.  All  men  knew  that  his  heart  was  as 
humane  as  it  was  fearless ;  that  there  was  not  in  his  nature 
the  slightest  alloy  of  selfishness  or  cupidity  ;  but  that,  with 
perfect  and  entire  devotion,  he  served  his  country  with  all  his 
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heart,  and  with  all  his  soul,  and  with  all  his  strength  ;  and, 
therefore,  they  loved  him  as  truly  and  as  fervently  as  he  loved 
England.  They  pressed  upon  the  parapet,  to  gaze  after  him 
when  the  barge  pushed  off,  and  he  was  returning  their  cheers 
by  waving  his  hat.  The  sentinels,  who  endeavoured  to  prevent 
them  from  trespassing  upon  this  ground,  were  wedged  among 
the  crowd  ;  and  an  officer,  who,  not  very  prudently  upon  such 
an  occasion,  ordered  them  to  drive  the  people  down  with  their 
bayonets,  was  compelled  speedily  to  retreat ;  for  the  people 
would  not  be  debarred  from  gazing,  till  the  last  moment,  upon 
the  hero — the  darling  hero — ^of  England  ! 

He  arrived  off  Cadiz  on  the  29th  of  September — his  birth- 
day. Fearing  that,  if  the  enemy  knew  his  force,  they  might 
be  deterred  from  venturing  to  sea,  he  kept  out  of  sight  of  land, 
desiring  Oollingwood  to  fire  no  salute,  and  hoist  no  colours  ; 
and  wrote  to  Gibraltar,  to  request  that  the  force  of  the  fleet 
might  not  be  inserted  there  in  the  "  Gazette."  His  reception 
in  the  Mediterranean  fleet  was  as  gratifying  as  the  farewell  of 
his  countrymen  at  Portsmouth  ;  the  officers,  who  came  on 
board  to  welcome  him,  forgot  his  rank  as  commander,  in  their 
joy  at  seeing  him  again.  On  the  day  of  his  arrival,  Villeneuve 
received  orders  to  put  to  sea  the  first  opportunity.  Villeneuve, 
however,  hesitated,  when  he  heard  that  Nelson  had  resumed 
the  command.  He  called  a  council  of  war  ;  and  their  deter- 
mination was,  that  it  would  not  be  expedient  to  leave  Cadiz, 
unless  they  had  reason  to  believe  themselves  stronger  by  one- 
third  than  the  British  force.  In  the  public  measures  of  this 
country,  secrecy  is  seldom  practicable,  and  seldom  attempted  ; 
here,  however,  by  the  precautions  of  Nelson,  and  the  wise 
measures  of  the  admiralty,  the  enemy  were  for  once  kept  in 
ignorance;  for,  as  the  ships  appointed  to  reinforce  the  Medi- 
terranean fleet  were  despatched  singly,  each  as  soon  as  it  was 
ready, — their  collected  number  was  not  stated  in  the  news- 
papers, and  their  arrival  was  not  known  to  the  enemy.  But 
the  enemy  knew  that  Admiral  Louis,  with  six  sail,  had  been 
detached  for  stores  and  water  to  Gibraltar.  Accident  also  con- 
tributed to  make  the  French  admiral  doubt  whether  Nelson 
himself  had  actually  taken  the  command.  An  American,  lately 
arrived  from  England,  maintained  that  it  was  impossible — for 
he  had  seen  him  only  a  few  days  before  in  London  ;  and,  at 
that  time,  there  was  no  rumour  of  his  going  again  to  sea. 
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The  station  which  Nelson  had  chosen  was  some  fifty  or  sixty 
miles  to  the  west  of  Cadiz,  near  Cape  St.  Mary's.  At  this 
distance  he  hoped  to  decoy  the  enemy  out,  while  he  guarded 
against  the  danger  of  being  caught  with  a  westerly  wind  near 
Cadiz,  and  driven  within  the  Straits.  The  blockade  of  the 
port  was  rigourously  enforced,  in  hopes  that  the  combined  fleet 
might  be  forced  to  sea  by  want.  The  Danish  vessels,  there- 
fore, which  were  carrying  provisions  from  the  French  ports  in 
the  bay,  under  the  name  of  Danish  property,  to  all  the 
little  ports  from  Ayamonte  to  Algeziras,  from  whence  they 
were  conveyed  in  coasting  boats  to  Cadiz,  were  seized.  With- 
out this  proper  exertion  of  power,  the  blockade  would  have 
been  rendered  nugatory,  by  the  advantage  thus  taken  of  the 
neutral  flag.  The  supplies  from  France  were  thus  effectually 
cut  off'.  There  was  now  every  indication  that  the  enemy  would 
speedily  venture  out :  officers  and  men  were  in  the  highest 
spirit  at  the  prospect  of  giving  them  a  decisive  blow;  such, 
indeed,  as  would  put  an  end  to  all  further  contest  upon  the 
soas.  Theatrical  amusements  were  performed  every  evening 
in  most  of  the  ships  :  and  God  Save  the  King  was  the  hymn 
with  which  the  sports  concluded.  "  I  verily  believe,"  said 
Nelson,  writing  on  the  6th  of  October,  "that  the  country  will 
soon  be  put  to  some  expense  on  my  account ;  either  a  monu- 
ment or  a  new  pension  and  honours  ;  for  I  have  not  the  smallest 
doubt  but  that  a  very  few  days,  almost  hours,  will  put  us  in 
battle.  The  success  no  man  can  insure  ;  but  for  the  fighting 
them,  if  they  can  be  got  at,  I  pledge  myself. — The  sooner  the 
better :    1  don't  like  to  have  these  things  upon  my  mind." 

At  this  time  he  was  not  without  some  cause  of  anxiety ;  he 
was  in  v>^ant  of  frigates — the  eyes  of  the  fleet,  as  he  always 
called  them  :  to  the  want  of  which  the  enemy  before  were  in- 
debted for  their  escape,  and  Bonaparte  for  his  arrival  in  Egypt. 
He  had  only  twenty-three  ships — others  were  on  the  way — but 
they  might  come  too  late ;  and,  though  Nelson  never  doubted 
of  victory,  mere  victory  was  not  what  he  looked  to,  he  wanted 
to  annihilate  the  enemy's  fleet.  The  Carthagena  squadron 
might  effect  a  junction  with  this  fleet  on  the  one  side  ;  and,  on 
the  other,  it  was  to  be  expected  that  a  similar  attempt  would 
be  made  by  the  French  from  Brest ;  in  either  case  a  formid- 
able contingency  to  be  apprehended  by  the  blockading  force. 
The  Rochefort  squadron  did  push  out,  and  had  nearly  caught 


141 

he  Agamemnon  and  I'Aimable  in  their  way  to  reinforce  the 
British  admiral.  Yet  Nelson  at  this  time  weakened  his  own 
eet.  He  had  the  unpleasant  task  to  perform  of  sending  home 
!ir  Robert  Calder,  whose  conduct  was  to  be  made  the  subject 
f  a  court-martial,  in  consequence  of  a  general  dissatisfaction 
^hich  had  been  felt  and  expressed  at  his  imperfect  victory, 
lir  Robert  Calder,  and  Sir  John  Orde,  Nelson  believed  to  be 
he  only  two  enemies  whom  he  had  ever  had  in  his  profession  ; 
nd,  from  that  sensitive  delicacy  which  distinguished  him,  this 
lade  him  the  more  scrupulously  anxious  to  show  every  possi- 
le  mark  of  respect  and  kindness   to  Sir  Robert.     He  wished 

0  detain  him  till  after  the  expected  action  ;  when  the  services 
rhich  he  might  perform,  and  the  triumphant  joy  which  would 
e  excited,  would  leave  nothing  to  be  apprehended  from  an 
iqiury  into  the  previous  engagement.  Sir  Robert,  however, 
'■hose  situation  was  very  painful,  did  not  choose  to  delay  a 
rial,  from  the  result  of  which  he  confidently  expected  a  com- 
lete  justification :  and  Nelson,  instead  of  sending  him  home 

1  a  frigate,  insisted  on  his  returning  in  his  own  ninety -gun 
hip  ;  ill  as  such  a  ship  could  at  that  time  be  spared.  Nothing 
ould  be  more  honourable  than  the  feeling  by  which  Nelson 
ras  influenced ;  but,  at  such  a  ci'isis  it  ought  not  to  have  been 
idulged. 

On  the  9th,  Nelson  sent  Collingwood  what  he  called,  in  his 
iary,  the  Nelson-touch.  "  I  send  you,"  said  he,  "  my  plan  of 
ttack,  as  far  as  a  man  dare  venture  to  guess  at  the  very  un- 
ertain  position  the  enemy  may  be  found  in  :  but  it  is  to  place 
ou  perfectly  at  ease  respecting  my  intentions,  and  to  give  full 
eope  to  your  judgment  for  carrying  them  into  effect.  We  can, 
ly  dear  Coll,  have  no  little  jealousies.  We  have  only  one 
reat  object  in  view,  that  of  annihilating  our  enemies,  and  get- 
ing  a  glorious  peace  for  our  country.  No  man  has  more 
onfidence  in  another  than  I  have  in  you ;  and  no  man  will 
ender  your  services  more  justice  than  your  very  old  friend, 
relson  and  Bronte.'"  The  order  of  sailing  was  to  be  the  order 
f  battle  ;  the  fleet  in  two  lines,  with  an  advanced  squadron  of 
ight  of  the  fastest  sailing  two-deckers.  The  second  in  com- 
land,  having  the  entire  direction  of  his  line,  was  to  break 
trough  the  enemy,  about  the  twelfth  ship  from  their  rear  :  he 
'^ould  lead  through  the  centre,  and  the  advanced  squadron  was 
3  cut  off  three  or  four  ahead  of  the  centre.     This  plan  was  to 
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be  adapted  to  the  strength  of  the  enemy,  so  that  they  should 
always  be  one-fourth  superior  to  those  whom  they  cut  off. 
Nelson  said,  "  That  his  admirals  and  captains,  knowing  his 
precise  object  to  be  that  of  a  close  and  decisive  action,  would 
supply  any  deficiency  of  signals,  and  act  accordingly.  In  case 
signals  cannot  be  seen  or  clearly  understood,  no  captain  can  do 
wrong  if  he  places  his  ship  alongside  that  of  an  enemy.  One 
of  the  last  orders  of  this  admirable  man  was,  that  the  name 
and  family  of  every  officer,  seaman,  and  marine,  who  might 
be  killed  or  wounded  in  action,  should  be,  as  soon  as  possible, 
returned  to  him,  in  order  to  be  transmitted  to  the  chairman  of 
the  patriotic  fund,  that  the  case  might  be  taken  into  considera- 
tion, for  the  benefit  of  the  sufferer  or  his  family. 

About  half -past  nine  in  the  morning  of  the  19  th,  the  Mars, 
being  the  nearest  to  the  fleet  of  the  ships  which  formed  the 
line  of  communication  with  the  frigates  in-shore,  repeated  the 
signal,  that  the  enemy  was  coming  out  of  port.  The  wind  was 
at  this  time  very  light,  with  partial  breezes,  mostly  from  the 
!S.  S.  W.  Nelson  ordered  the  signal  to  be  made  for  a  chase  in 
the  south-east  quarter.  About  two,  the  repeating  ships  an- 
nounced that  the  enemy  were  at  sea.  All  night  the  British 
fleet  continued  under  all  sail,  stearing  to  the  south-east.  At 
day-break  they  were  in  the  entrance  of  the  Straits,  but  the 
enemy  were  not  in  sight.  About  seven,  one  of  the  frigates 
made  signal  that  the  enemj^  were  bearing  north.  Upon  this 
the  Victory  hove  to ;  and  shortly  afterwards  Nelson  made  sail 
again  to  the  northward.  In  the  afternoon  the  wind  blew  fresh 
from  the  south-west,  and  the  English  began  to  fear  that  the 
foe  might  be  forced  to  return  to  port.  A  little  before  sunset, 
however,  Blackwood,  in  the  Euryalus,  telegraphed  that  they 
appeared  determined  to  go  to  the  westward.  "  And  that,"  said 
the  admiral  in  his  diary,  "  they  shall  not  do,  if  it  is  in  the 
power  of  Nelson  and  Bronte  to  prevent  them."  Nelson  had 
signified  to  Blackwood  that  he  depended  upon  him  to  keep 
sight  of  the  enemy.  They  were  observed  so  well,  that  all  their 
motions  were  made  known  to  him  ;  and,  as  they  wore  twice, 
he  inferred  that  they  were  aiming  to  keep  the  port  of  Cadiz 
open,  and  would  retreat  there  as  soon  as  they  saw  the  British 
fleet ;  for  this  reason  he  was  very  careful  not  to  approach  near 
enough  to  be  seen  by  them  diii-ing  the  night.  At  day-break 
the  combined   fleets   were   distinctly  seen  from  the  Victory's 
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deck,  formed  in  a  close  line  of  battle  ahead,  on  the  starboard 
tack,  about  twelve  miles  to  leeward,  and  standing  to  the  south. 
Our  fleet  consisted  of  twenty-seven  sail  of  the  line,  and  four 
frigates  ;  theirs  of  thirty -three  and  seven  large  frigates.  Their 
superiority  was  greater  in  size,  and  weight  of  metal,  than  in 
numbers.  They  had  four  thousand  troops  on  board  ;  and  the 
best  riflemen  who  could  be  procured,  many  of  them  Tyrolese, 
were  dispersed  through  the  ships.  Little  did  the  Tyrolese  and 
little  did  the  Spaniards,  at  that  day,  imagine  what  horrors  the 
wicked  tyrant  whom  they  served  was  preparing  for  their 
country. 

Soon  after  day -light  Nelson  came  upon  deck.  The  21st  of 
October  was  a  festival  in  his  family,  because  on  that  day  his 
uncle.  Captain  Suckling,  in  the  Dreadnought,  with  two  other 
line  of  battle  ships,  had  beaten  off  a  French  squadron  of  four 
sail  of  the  line  and  three  frigates.  Nelson  with  that  sort  of 
superstition  from  which  few  persons  are  entirely  exempt,  had 
more  than  once  expressed  his  persuasion  that  this  was  to  be 
the  day  of  his  battle  also ;  and  he  was  well  pleased  at  seeing 
his  prediction  about  to  be  verified.  The  wind  was  now  from 
the  west,  light  breezes,  with  a  long  heavy  swell.  Signal  was 
made  to  bear  down  upon  the  enemy  in  two  lines  ;  and  the  fleet 
set  all  sail.  Collingwood,  in  the  Royal  Sovereign,  led  the  lee 
line  of  thirteen  ships ;  the  Victory  led  the  weather  line  of 
fourteen.  Having  seen  that  all  was  as  it  should  be,  Nelson 
retired  to  his  cabin,  and  wrote  the  following  prayer : — 

"  May  the  great  God,  whom  I  worship,  grant  to  my  country, 
and  for  the  benefit  of  Europe  in  general,  a  great  and  glorious 
victory,  and  may  no  misconduct  in  any  one  tarnish  it :  and  may 
humanity  after  victory  be  the  predominant  feature  in  the 
British  fleet !  For  myself  individually,  I  commit  my  life  to 
Him  that  made  me ;  and  may  His  blessing  alight  on  my 
endeavours  for  serving  my  country  faithfully !  To  Him  I 
resign  myself,  and  the  just  cause  which  is  entrusted  to  me  to 
defend.     Amen,  Amen,  Amen." 

Having  thus  discharged  his  devotional  duties,  he  annexed,  in 
the  same  diary,  the  following  remarkable  writing  : — 

"  October  21st,  1805. — Then  in  sight  of  the  combined  fleets  ot 
France  and  Spain,  distant  about  ten  miles. 

"  Whereas  the  eminent  services  of  Emma  Hamilton,  widow 
of  the  Right  Honourable  Sir  William  Hamilton,  have  been  of 


144 

the  very  greatest  service  to  my  king  and  my  country,  to  my 
knowledge,  without  ever  receiving  any  reward  from  either  our 
king  or  country. 

"  First :  That  she  obtained  the  King  of  Spain's  letter,  in 
1796,  to  his  brother,  the  King  of  Naples,  acquainting  him  of 
his  intention  to  declare  war  against  England ;  from  which 
letter  the  ministry  sent  out  orders  to  the  then  Sir  John  Jervis 
to  strike  a  stroke,  if  opportunity  offered,  against  either  the 
arsenals  of  Spain  or  her  fleets.  That  neither  of  these  was  done, 
is  not  the  fault  of  Lady  Hamilton ;  the  opportunity  might 
have  been  offered. 

"  Secondly  :  the  British  fleet  under  my  command  could  never 
have  returned  the  second  time  to  Egypt,  had  not  Lady  Hamil- 
ton's influence  with  the  Queen  of  Naples  caused  letters  to  be 
wrote  to  the  governor  of  Syracuse,  that  he  was  to  encourage 
the  fleet's  being  supplied  with  everything,  should  they  put  into 
any  port  in  Sicily.  We  put  into  Syracuse,  and  received  every 
supply ;  went  to  Egypt,  and  destroyed  the  French  fleet. 

"  Could  I  have  rewarded  these  services,  I  would  not  now  call 
upon  my  counti-y ;  but  as  that  has  not  been  in  my  power,  I 
leave  Emma  Lady  Hamilton  therefore  a  legacy  to  my  king  and 
country,  that  they  will  give  her  an  ample  provision  to  main- 
tain her  rank  in  life. 

"  I  also  leave  to  the  beneficence  of  my  country  my  adopted 
daughter,  Horatia  Nelson  Thompson ;  and  I  desire  she  will 
use  in  future  the  name  of  Nelson  only. 

"  These  are  the  only  favors  I  ask  of  my  king  and  country,  at 
this  moment  when  I  am  going  to  fight  their  battle.  May  God 
bless  my  king  and  country,  and  all  those  I  hold  dear  !  My 
relations,  it  is  needless  to  mention ;  they  will,  of  course,  be 
amply  provided  for, 

"  Nelson  and  Bronte. 
,,  1^.,  j  Henry  Blackwood. 

witness     j  ^  ^  Hardy." 

The  child  of  whom  this  writing  speaks,  was  believed  to  be 
his  daughter,  and  so,  indeed,  he  called  her  the  last  time  that 
he  pronounced  her  name.  She  was  then  about  five  years  old, 
living  at  Merton,  under  Lady  Hamilton's  care.  The  last 
minutes  which  Nelson  passed  at  Merton,  were  employed  in 
praying  over  his  child,  as  she  lay  sleeping.  A  portrait  of 
Lady  Hamilton  hung  in  his  cabin ;  and  no  Catholic  ever  be- 
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held  the  picture  of  his  patron  saint  with  devouter  reverence. 
The  undisguised  and  romantic  passion  with  which  he  regarded 
it,  amounted,  almost  to  superstition;  and  when  Che  portrait 
was  now  taken  down,  in  clearing  for  action,  he  desired  the  men 
who  removed  it  to  "  take  care  of  his  guardian  angel."  In  this 
manner  he  frequently  spoke  of  it,  as  if  he  believed  there  were 
a  virtue  in  the  image.  He  wore  a  miniature  of  her,  also,  next 
his  heart. 

Blackwood  went  on  board  the  Victory  about  six.  He  found 
him  in  good  spirits  but  very  calm  ;  not  in  that  exhilaration 
which  he  had  felt  upon  entering  into  battle  at  Aboukir  and 
Copenhagen ;  he  knew  that  his  own  life  would  be  particularly 
aimed  at,  and  seems  to  have  looked  for  death  with  almost  as 
sure  an  expectation  as  for  victory.  His  whole  attention  was 
fixed  upon  the  enemy.  They  tacked  to  the  northward,  and 
formed  their  line  on  the  larboard  tack  ;  thus  bringing  the 
shoals  of  Trafalgar  and  St.  Pedro  undei  the  lee  of  the  British, 
and  keeping  the  port  of  Cadiz  open  for  themselves.  This  was 
judiciously  done  ;  and  Nelson,  aware  of  all  the  advantages 
which  it  gave  them,  made  signal  to  prepare  to  anchor. 

Villeneuve  was  a  skilful  seaman  ;  worthy  of  serving  abetter 
master,  and  a  better  cause.  His  plan  of  defence  was  as  well 
conceived,  and  as  original,  as  the  plan  of  attack.  He  formed 
the  fleet  in  a  double  line  ;  every  alternate  ship  being  about  a 
cable's  length  to  windward  of  her  second  ahead  and  astern. 
Nelson,  certain  of  a  triumphant  issue  to  the  day,  asked  Black- 
wood what  he  should  consider  as  a  victory.  That  officer  ans- 
wered, that,  considering  tne  handsome  way  in  which  battle  was 
offered  by  the  enemy,  their  apparent  determination  for  a  fair 
trial  of  strength,  and  the  situation  of  the  land,  he  thought  it 
would  be  a  glorious  result  if  fourteen  were  captured.  He 
replied  :  "  I  shall  not  be  satisfied  with  less  than  twenty."  Soon 
afterwards  he  asked  him,  if  he  did  not  think  there  was  a  signal 
wanting.  Captain  Blackwood  made  answer,  that  he  thought 
the  whole  fleet  seemed  very  clearly  to  understand  what  they 
were  about.  These  words  were  scarcely  spoken  before  that 
signal  was  made,  which  will  be  remembered  as  long  as  the 
language,  or  even  the  memory  of  England  shall  endure — Nel- 
son's last  signal : — "  England  expects  every  man  will  do 
HIS  DUTY  ! "  It  was  received  throughout  the  fleet  with  a  shout 
of  answering  acclamation,  made  sublime  by  the  spirit  which  it 
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breathed,  and  the  feeling  which  it  expressed.  "  Now,"  said 
Lord  Nelson,  "  I  can  do  no  more.  We  must  trust  to  the  great 
Disposer  of  all  events,  and  the  justice  of  our  cau»e.  I  thank 
God  for  this  great  opportunity  of  doing  my  duty." 

He  wore  that  day,  as  usual,  his  admiral's  frock  coat,  bearing 
on  the  left  breast  four  stars,  of  the  different  orders  with  which 
he  was  invested.  Ornaments  which  rendered  him  so  conspic- 
uous a  mark  for  the  enemy,  were  beheld  with  ominous  appre- 
hensions by  his  officers.  It  was  known  that  there  were  rifle- 
men on  board  the  French  ships  ;  and  it  could  not  be  doubted 
but  that  his  life  would  be  particularly  aimed  at.  They  com- 
municated their  fears  to  each  other  ;  and  the  surgeon,  Mr. 
Beatty,*  spoke  to  the  chaplain,  Dr.  Scott,  and  to  Mr.  Scott, 
the  public  secretary,  desiring  that  some  person  would  entreat 
him  to  change  his  dress,  or  cover  the  stars  ;  but  they  knew 
that  such  a  request  would  highly  displease  him.  "  In  honour  I 
gained  them,"  he  had  said,  when  such  a  thing  had  been  hinted 
to  him  formerly,  "  and  in  honour  1  will  die  with  them."  Mr. 
Beatty,  however,  would  not  have  been  deterred  by  any  fear  of 
exciting  his  displeasure,  from  speaking  to  himself  upon  a  sub- 
ject in  which  the  weal  of  England,  as  well  of  the  life  of  Nel- 
son, was  concerned — but  he  was  ordered  fro;u  the  deck  before 
he  could  find  an  opportunity.  This  was  a  point  upon  which 
Nelson's  officers  knew  that  it  was  hopeless  to  remonstrate  or 
reason  with  him ;  but  both  Blackwood  and  his  own  captain, 
Hardy,  represented  to  him  how  advantageous  to  the  fleet  it 
would  be  for  him  to  keep  out  of  action  as  long  as  possible ;  and 
he  consented  at  last  to  let  the  Leviathan  and  the  Temeraire, 
which  were  sailing  abreast  of  the  A^ictory,  be  ordered  to  pass 
ahead.  Yet  even  here  the  last  infirmity  of  this  noble  mind 
was  indulged ;  for  these  ships  could  not  pass  ahead  if  the 
Victory  continued  to  carry  all  her  sail ;  and  so  far  was  Nelson 
from  shortening  sail,  that  it  was  evident  he  took  pleasure  in 
pressing  on,  and  rendering  it  impossible  for  them  to  obey  his 
own  orders.  A  long  swell  was  setting  into  the  bay  of  Cadiz  : 
our  ships,  crowding  all  sail,  moved  majestically  before  it,  with 
light  winds  from  the  southwest.  The  sun  shone  on  the  sails 
of  the  enemy  ;  and  their  well-formed  line,  with  their  numerous 

*In  this  part  of  the  work  I  have  chiefly  been  indebted  to  this  gentleman's 
"Narrative  of  Lord  Nelson's  Death," — a  document  as  interesting  as  it  is 
authentic. 
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three-deckers,  made  an  appearance  which  any  other  assailants 
would  have  thought  formidable ;  but  the  British  sailors  only- 
admired  the  beauty  and  the  splendour  of  the  spectacle  ;  and,  in 
full  confidence  of  winning  what  they  saw,  remarked  to  each 
other,  what  a  fine  sight  yonder  ships  would  make  at  Spit- 
head. 

The  French  admiral,  from  the  Bucentaure,  beheld  the  new 
manner  in  which  his  enemy  was  advancing — Nelson  and  Col- 
lingwood  each  leading  his  line ;  and  pointing  them  out  to  his 
officers,  he  is  said  to  have  exclaimed,  that  such  conduct  could 
not  fail  to  be  successful.  Yet  Villeneuve  had  made  his  own 
dispositions  with  the  utmost  skill,  and  the  fleets  under  his 
command  waited  for  the  attack  with  perfect  coolness.  Ten 
minutes  before  twelve  they  opened  their  fire.  Eight  or  nine 
of  the  ships  immediately  ahead  of  the  Victory,  and  across  her 
bows,  fired  single  guns  at  her,  to  ascertain  whether  she  was  yet 
within  their  range.  As  soon  as  Nelson  perceived  that  their 
shot  passed  over  him,  he  desired  Blackwood,  and  Captain 
Prowse,  of  the  Sirius,  to  repair  to  their  respective  frigates  ; 
and,  on  their  way,  to  tell  all  the  captains  of  the  line  of  battle 
ships  that  he  depended  on  their  exertions ;  and  that,  if  by  the 
prescribed  mode  of  attack  they  found  it  impracticable  to  get 
into  action  immediately,  they  might  adopt  whatever  they 
thought  best,  provided  it  led  them  quickly  and  closely  along- 
side an  enemy.  As  they  were  standing  on  the  front  poop, 
Blackwood  took  him  by  the  hand,  saying,  he  hoped  soon  to 
return  and  find  him  in  possession  of  twenty  prizes.  He  replied 
"  God  bless  you,  Blackwood  ;  I  shall  never  see  you  again." 

Nelson's  column  was  steered  about  two  points  more  to  the 
north  than  Collingwood's,  in  order  to  cut  off  the  enemy's  es- 
cape into  Cadiz  :  the  lee  line,  therefore,  was  first  engaged, 
"See,"  cried  Nelson,  pointing  to  the  Royal  Sovereign,  as  she 
steered  right  for  the  centre  of  the  enemy's  line,  cut  through  it 
astern  of  the  Santa  Anna,  three-decker,  and  engaged  her  at  the 
muzzle  of  her  guns  on  the  starboard  side  ;  *'  See  how  that 
noble  fellow,  Collingwood,  carries  his  ship  into  action  !"  Col- 
lingwood  delighted  at  being  first  in  the  heat  of  the  fire,  and 
knowing  the  feelings  of  his  commander  and  old  friend,  turned 
to  his  captain,  and  exclaimed  :  "  Rotherham,  what  would  Nel- 
son give  to  be  here  !"  Both  these  brave  officers,  perhaps,  at 
this  moment,  thought  of  Nelson  with  gratitude,  for  a  circum- 
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stance  which  had  occurred  on  the  preceding  day.  Admiral 
CoUingwood,  with  some  of  the  captains,  having  gone  on  board 
the  Victory  to  receive  instructions,  Nelson  inquired  of  him, 
where  his  captain  was  ;  and  was  told,  in  reply,  that  they  were 
not  upon  good  terms  with  each  other.  "  Terms  !"  said  Nelson  ; 
"good  terms  with  each  other  !"  Immediately  he  sent  a  boat 
for  Captain  Rotherham  ;  led  him,  as  soon  as  he  arrived,  to 
CoUingwood,  and  saying  :  "Look  ;  yonder  are  the  enemy  ! " 
bade  them  shake  hands  like  Englishmen. 

The  enemy  continued  to  fire  a  gun  at  a  time  at  the  Victory, 
till  they  saw  that  a  shot  had  passed  through  her  main-top- 
gallant sail  ;  then  they  opened  their  broadsides,  aiming  chit-fly 
at  her  rigging,  in  the  hope  of  disabling  her  before  she  could 
close  with  them.  Nelson,  as  usual,  had  hoisted  several  flags, 
lest  one  should  be  shot  away.  The  enemy  showed  no  colours 
till  late  in  the  action,  when  they  began  to  feel  the  necessity  of 
having  them  to  strike.  For  this  reason,  the  Santissima  Trini- 
dad, Nelson's  old  acquaintance,  as  he  used  to  call  her,  was  dis- 
tinguishable only  by  her  four  decks  ;  and  to  the  bow  of  this 
opponent  he  ordered  the  Victory  to  be  steered.  Meantime,  an 
incessant  raking  fire  was  kept  up  upon  the  Victory.  The^ 
admiral's  secretary  was  one  of  the  first  who  fell ;  he  was  killed 
by  a  cannon  shot  while  conversing  with  Hardy.  Captain 
Adair  of  the  mai'ines,  with  the  help  of  a  sailor,  endeavoured  to 
remove  the  body  from  Nelson's  sight,  who  had  a  great  regard 
for  Mr.  Scott :  but  he  anxiously  asked,  "  Is'  that  poor  Scott 
that's  gone  1 "  and  being  informed  that  ic  was  indeed  so,  ex- 
claimed, "  Poor  fellow  !  "  Presently,  a  double-headed  shot 
struck  a  party  of  marines,  who  were  drawn  up  on  the  poop,  and 
killed  eight  of  them  :  upon  which  Nelson  immediately  desired 
Captain  Adair  to  disperse  his  men  round  the  ship,  that  they 
might  not  suffer  so  much  from  being  together.  A  few  minutes 
afterward  a  shot  struck  the  fore-brace  bits  on  the  quarter- 
deck, and  passed  ))et\\'een  Nelson  and  Hardy,  a  splinter  from 
the  bit  tearing  off  Hardy's  buckle,  and  bruising  his  foot.  Both 
stopped,  and  looked  anxiously  at  each  other  :  each  supposed 
the  other  to  be  wounded.  Nelson  then  smiled,  and  saiJ : 
"  This  is  too  warm  work.  Hardy,  to  last  long.'\ 

The  Victory  had  not  yet  returned  a  single  gun  ;  fifty  of  her 
men  had  been  by  this  time  killed  or  woiinded,  and  her  main- 
top-mast with  all  her  studding  sails  and  their  booms  shot  away. 
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Nelson  declared,  that,  in  all  his  battles,  he  had  seen  nothing 
which  surpassed  the  cool  courage  of  his  crew  on  this  occasion. 
At  four  minutes  after  twelve,  she  opened  her  fire  from  both 
sides  of  her  deck.  It  was  not  possible  to  break  the  enemy's 
line  without  running  on  board  one  of  their  ships  ;  Hardy  in- 
formed him  of  this,  and  asked  him  which  he  would  prefer. 
Nelson  replied  :  "Take  your  choice,  Hardy,  it  does  not  signifiy 
much."  The  master  was  ordered  to  put  the  helm  to  port,  and 
the  Victory  ran  on  board  the  Redoubtable,  just  as  her  tiller- 
ropes  were  shot  away.  The  French  ship  received  her  with  a 
broadside  ;  then  instantly  let  down  her  lower-deck  ports,  for 
fear  of  being  boarded  through  them,  and  never  afterwards  fired 
a  great  gun  during  the  action.  Her  tops,  like  those  of  all  the 
enemy's  ships,  were  filled  with  riflemen.  Nelson  never  placed 
musketry  in  his  tops  ;  he  had  a  strong  dislike  to  the  practice 
not  merely  because  it  endangers  setting  fire  to  the  sails,  but 
also  because  it  is  a  murderous  sort  of  warfare,  by  which  indi- 
viduals may  suffer,  and  a  commander  now  and  then  be  picked  ; 
-off,  but  which  never  can  decide  tha  fate  of  a  general  engage- 
ment. 

Captain  Harvey,  in  the  Temeraire,  fell  on  board  the  Redoubt- 
able on  the  other  side.  Another  enemy  was  in  like  manner 
on  board  the  Temeraire,  so  that  these  four  ships  formed  as 
-compact  a  tier  as  if  they  had  been  moored  together,  their  heads 
all  lying  the  same  way.  The  lieutenants  of  the  Victory,  seeing 
this,  depressed  their  guns  of  the  middle  and  lower  decks,  and 
fired  with  a  diminished  charge,  lest  the  shot  should  pass  through 
and  injure  the  Temeraire.  And  because  there  was  danger 
that  the  Redoubtable  might  take  fire  from  the  lower-deck  guns, 
the  muzzles  of  which  touched  her  side  when  they  were  run  out, 
the  fireman  of  each  gun  stood  ready  with  a  bucket  of  water  ; 
which,  as  soon  as  the  gun  was  discharged,  he  dashed  into  the 
hole,  made  by  the  shot.  An  incessant  fire  was  kept  up  from 
the  Victory  from  both  sides  ;  her  larboard  guns  playing  upon 
the  Bucentaure,  and  the  huge  Santissima  Trinidad. 

It  had  been  part  of  Nelson's  prayer  that  the  British  fleet 
might  be  distinguished  by  humanity  in  the  victory  he  expected. 
Setting  an  example  himself,  he  twice  gave  orders  to  cease  firing 
upon  the  Redoubtable, supposing  that  she  had  struck, because  her 
great  guns  were  silent ;  for,  as  she  carried  no  flag,  there  was  no 
means  of  instantly  ascertaining  the  fact.    From  this  ship,  which 
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he  had  thus  twice  spared,  he  received  his  death.  A  ball  fired 
from  her  raizzen-top,  which,  in  the  then  situation  of  the  two 
vessels,  was  not  more  than  fifteen  yards  from  that  part  of  the 
deck  where  he  was  standing,  struck  the  epaulette  on  his  left 
shoulder,  about  a  quarter  after  one,  just  in  the  heat  of  action. 
He  fell  upon  his  face,  on  the  spot  which  was  covered  with  his 
poor  secretary's  blood.  Hardy,  who  was  a  few  steps  from  him, 
turning  round,  saw  three  men  raising  him  up.  "  They  have 
done  for  me  at  last,  Hardy  !  "  said  he.  "  I  hope  not !  "  cried 
Hardy.  "  Yes,"  he  replied  ;  "  my  back-bone  is  shot  through  !  " 
Yet  even  now,  not  for  a  moment  losing  his  presence  of  mind, 
he  observed,  as  they  were  carrying  him  down  the  ladder,  that 
the  tiller-ropes,  which  had  been  shot  away,  were  not  yet 
replaced,  and  ordered  that  new  ones  should  be  rove  immedi- 
ately. Then,  that  he  might  not  be  seen  by  the  crew,  he  took 
out  his  handkerchief,  and  covered  his  face  and  his  stars.  Had 
he  but  concealed  these  badges  of  honour  from  the  enemy,. 
England,  perhaps,  would  not  have  had  cause  to  receive  with 
sorrow  the  news  of  the  battle  of  Trafalgar.  The  cockpit  was 
crowded  with  w-ounded  and  dying  men  ;  over  whose  bodies  he 
was  with  some  difficulty  conveyed,  and  laid  upon  a  pallet  in  the 
midshipmen's  berth.  It  was  soon  perceived,  upon  examination, 
that  the  wound  was  mortal.  This,  however,  was  concealed 
from  all  except  Captain  Hardy,  the  chaplain,  and  the  medical 
attendants.  He  himself  being  certain,  from  the  sensation  in 
his  back,  and  the  gush  of  blood  he  felt  momently  within  his 
breast,  that  no  human  care  could  avail  him,  insisted  that  the 
surgeon  should  leave  him,  and  attend  to  those  to  whom  he 
might  be  useful.  "  For,"  said  he,  "  you  can  do  nothing  for 
me."  All  that  could  be  done  was  to  fan  him  with  paper,  and 
frequently  to  give  him  lemonade,  to  alleviate  his  intense 
thirst.  He  was  in  great  pain,  and  expressed  much  anxiety  for 
the  event  of  the  action,  which  now  began  to  declare  itself.  A& 
often  as  a  ship  struck,  the  crew  of  the  Victory  hurrahed  ;  and 
at  every  hurrah,  a  visible  expression  of  joy  gleamed  in  the  eyes, 
and  marked  the  countenance  of  the  dying  hero.  But  he  became 
impatient  to  see  Captain  Hardy  •  and  as  that  officer,  though 
often  sent  for,  could  not  leave  the  deck.  Nelson  feared  that 
some  fatal  cause  prevented  him,  and  repeatedly  cried  :  "  Will 
no  one  bring  Hardy  to  me  ?  He  must  be  killed  !  He  is  surely 
dead  !  "     An  hour  and  ten  minutes  elapsed  from  the  time  when 
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Nelson  received  his  wound,  before  Hardy  could  come  to  him. 
They  shook  hands  in  silence  ;  Hardy  in  vain  struggling  to 
suppress  the  feelings  of  that  most  painful  and  yet  sublimest 
moment.  "  Well,  Hardy,"  said  Nelson,  "  how  goes  the  day 
with  us?"  "Very  well,"  replied  Hardy;  "ten  ships  have 
struck,  but  five  of  the  van  have  tacked,  and  show  an  intention 
to  bear  down  upon  the  Victory.  I  have  called  two  or  three  of 
our  fresh  ships  round,  and  have  no  doubt  of  giving  them  a 
drubbing."  "  I  hope,"  said  Nelson,  "none  of  oui  ships  have 
struck?"  Hardy  answered,  "There  was  no  fear  of  that." 
Then,  and  not  till  then,  Nelson  spoke  of  himself.  "  I  am  a 
dead  man.  Hardy,"  said  he ;  "I  am  going  fast ;  it  will  be  all 
over  with  me  soon.  Come  nearer  to  me.  Let  mv  dear  Lady 
Hamilton  have  my  hair  and  all  other  things  belonging  to  me." 
Hardy  observed,  that  he  hoped  Mr.  Beatty  could  yet  hold  out 
some  prospect  of  life.  "Oh,  no  !  "  he  replied  ;  "  it  is  impossible  ; 
my  back  is  shot  through.  Beatty  will  tell  you  so."  Captain 
Hardy  then,  once  more,  shook  hands  with  him  ;  and  with  a 
heart  almost  bursting,  hastened  upon  deck. 

By  this  time  all  feeling  below  the  breast  was  gone  ;  and 
Nelson  having  made  the  surgeon  ascertain  this,  said  to  him  : 
"  You  know  I  am  gone.  I  know  it.  I  feel  something  rising 
in  my  breast  "  (putting  his  hand  on  his  left  side)  "  which  tells 
me  so."  And  upon  Beatty's  inquiring  whether  his  pain  was 
very  great  1  he  replied  :  "  So  great,  that  he  wished  he  was  dead. 
Yet,"  said  he,  in  a  lower  voice,  "  one  would  like  to  live  a  little 
longer,  too  !  "  And  after  a  few  minutes,  in  the  same  under- 
tone, he  added  :  "  What  would  become  of  poor  Lady  Hamilton 
if  she  knew  my  situation  !  "  Next  to  his  country,  she  occupied 
his  thoughts.  Captain  Hardy,  some  fifty  minutes  after  he  had 
left  the  cockpit,  returned  ;  and,  again  taking  the  hand  of  his 
dying  friend  and  commander,  congratulated  him  on  having 
gained  a  complete  victory.  How^  many  of  the  enemy  were 
taken  he  did  not  know,  as  it  was  impossible  to  perceive  them 
distinctly,  but  fourteen  or  fifteen  at  least.  "  That's  well  !  " 
cried  Nelson  ;  "  but  I  bargained  for  twenty."  And  then,  in  a 
stronger  voice,  he  said  :  "  Anchor,  Hardy;  anchor."  Hardy,  upon 
this,  hinted  that  Admiral  Collingwood  would  take  upon  himself 
the  direction  of  afiairs.  "  Not  while  I  live,  Hardy,"  said  the 
dying  Nelson,  ineffectually  endeavouring  to  raise  himself  from 
the  bed  j   "  Do  you  anchor."     His  previous  order  for  preparing 
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to  anchor  had  shown  how  clearly  he  foresaw  the  necessity  of 
this.  Presently,  calling  Hardy  back,  he  said  to  him,  in  a  low 
voice  :  "  Don't  throw  me  overboard  ;  "  and  he  desired  that  he 
might  be  buried  by  his  parents,  unless  it  should  please  the  king 
to  order  otherwise.  Then  reverting  to  private  feelings:  "Take 
oare  of  my  dear  Lady  Hamilton,  Hardy  ;  take  care  of  poor 
Lady  Hamilton.  Kiss  me,  Hardy,"  said  he.  Hardy  knelt 
down  and  kissed  his  cheek  ;  and  Nelson  said  :  "Now  I  am 
satisfied.  Thank  God,  I  have  done  my  duty  !  "  Hardy  stood 
over  him  in  silence  for  a  moment  or  two,  then  knelt  again  and 
kissed  his  forehead.  "  Who  is  that  V  said  Nelson  ;  and  being 
informed,  he  replied:  "  God  bless  you,  Hardy."  And  Hardy 
then  left  him,  forever. 

Nelson  now  desired  to  be  turned  upon  his  right  side, 
and  said  :  "  I  wish  I  had  not  left  the  deck ;  for  I  shall 
soon  be  gone."  Death  was,  indeed,  rapidly  approaching.  He 
said  to  the  chaplain  :  "  Doctor,  I  have  not  been  a  great 
sinner  ;  "  and  after  a  short  pause,  "  Remember  that  I  leave 
Lady  Hamilton,  and  my  daughter  Horatia,  as  a  legacy  to  my 
country."  His  articulation  now  became  difficult ;  but  he  was 
distinctly  heard  to  say :  "  Thank  God,  I  have  done  my  duty  I " 
These  words  he  repeatedly  pronounced  ;  and  they  were  the  last 
words  which  he  uttered.  He  expired  at  thirty  minutes  after 
four,  three  hours  and  a  quarter  after  he  had  received  his 
wound. 

Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  Nelson  was  wounded, 
about  fifty  of  the  Victory's  men  fell  by  the  enemy's  musquetey. 
They,  however,  on  their  part,  were  not  idle  ;  and  it  was  not 
long  before  there  were  only  two  Frenchmen  left  alive  in  the 
mizzen-top  of  the  Redoubtable.  One  of  them  was  the  man  who 
had  given  the  fatal  wound  ;  he  did  not  live  to  boast  of  what 
he  had  done.  An  old  quarter-master  had  seen  him  fire  ;  and 
easily  recognized  him,  because  he  wore  a  glazed  cocked  hat,  and 
a  white  frock.  This  quarter-master  and  two  midshipmen,  Mr. 
Collingwood  and  Mr  Pollard,  were  the  only  persons  left  in  the 
Victory's  poop  ;  the  two  midshipmen  kept  firing  at  the  top,  and 
he  supplied  them  with  cartridges.  One  of  the  Frenchmen 
attempting  to  make  his  escape  down  the  rigging,  was  shot  by 
Mr.  Pollard,  and  fell  on  the  poop.  But  the  old  quarter-master, 
as  he  cried  out,  "  That's  he,  that's  he!"  and  pointed  at  the 
other,  who  was  coming  forward  to  fire  again,  received  a  shot  in 
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his  mouth,  and  fell  dead.  Both  the  midshipmen  then  fired  at 
the  same  time,  and  the  fellow  dropped  in  the  top.  When 
they  took  possession  of  the  prize,  they  went  into  the  mizen-top, 
and  found  him  dead  ;  with  one  ball  through  his  head,  and 
another  through  his  breast. 

The  Redoubtable  struck  within  twenty  minutes  after  the 
fatal  shot  had  been  fired  from  her.  During  that  time  she  had 
been  twice  on  fire ;  in  her  forechains,  and  in  her  forecastle. 
The  French,  as  they  had  done  in  other  battles,  made  use  in  this 
of  fireballs  and  other  combustibles  ;  implements  of  destruction, 
which  other  nations,  from  a  sense  of  honour  and  humanity,  have 
laid  aside  ;  which  add  to  the  sufierings  of  the  wounded,  without 
determining  the  issue  of  the  combat ;  which  none  but  the 
cruel  would  employ,  and  which  never  can  be  successful  against 
the  brave  Once  they  succeeded  in  setting  fire,  from  the 
Redoubtable,  to  some  ropes  and  canvas  on  the  Victory's 
booms.  The  cry  ran  through  the  ship,  and  reached  the 
cockpit ;  but  even  this  dreadful  cry  produced  no  confusion  ; 
the  me"  displayed  that  perfect  self-possession  in  danger  by 
which  English  seamen  are  characterized  ;  they  extinguished 
the  flames  on  board  their  own  ship,  and  then  hastened  to 
extinguish  them  in  the  enemy,  by  throwing  buckets  of  water 
from  the  gangway.  When  the  Redoutable  had  struck,  it  was 
not  practicable  to  board  her  from  the  Victory,  for,  though  the 
two  ships  touched,  the  upperworks  of  both  fell  in  so  much,  that 
there  was  a  great  space  between  their  gangways  ;  and  she 
could  not  be  boarded  from  the  lower  or  middle  decks,  because 
her  ports  were  down.  Some  of  our  men  went  to  Lieutenant 
Quilliam,  and  offered  to  swim  under  her  bows,  and  get  up 
there  ;  but  it  was  thought  unfit  to  hazard  brave  lives  in  this 
manner. 

What  our  men  would  have  done  from  gallantry,  some  of  the 
crew  of  the  Santissima  Trinidad  did  to  save  themselves. 
Unable  to  stand  the  tremendous  fire  of  the  Victory,  whose  lar- 
board guns  played  against  this  great  four-decker,  and  not  know- 
ing how  else  to  escape  them,  nor  where  else  to  betake  them- 
selves for  protection,  many  of  them  lept  overboard,  and  swam  to 
the  Victory,  and  were  actually  helped  up  her  sides  by  the 
English  during  the  action.  The  Spaniards  began  the  battle 
with  less  vivacity  than  their  unworthy  allies,  but  contin- 
ued   it   with    ereater  firmness.     The  Areonauta  and  Bahama 
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were  defended  till  they  had  each  lost  about  four  hundred  men  ; 
the  San  Juan  Nepomuceno  lost  three  hundred  and  fifty.  Often 
as  the  superiority  of  British  courage  has  been  proved  against 
France  upon  the  seas,  it  was  never  more  conspicuous  than  in 
this  decisive  conflict.  Five  of  our  ships  were  engaged  muzzle 
to  muzzle  with  five  of  the  French.  In  all  five,  the  Frenchmen 
lowered  their  lower-deck  ports,  and  deserted  their  guns ;  while 
our  men  continued  deliberately  to  load  and  fire,  till  they  had 
made  the  victory  secure. 

Once,  admist  his  sufierings,  Nelson  had  expressed  a  wish 
that  he  were  dead ;  but  immediately  the  spirit  subdued  the 
pains  of  death,  and  he  wished  to  live  a  little  longer ;  doubtless 
that  he  might  hear  the  completion  of  the  victory  which  he  had 
seen  so  gloriously  begun.  That  consolation,  that  joy,  that 
triumph,  was  afforded  him.  He  lived  to  know  that  the  victory 
was  decisive  ;  and  the  last  guns  which  were  fired  at  the  flying 
enemy,  were  heard  a  minute  or  two  before  he  expired.  The 
shipswhich  were  thus  flying,  were  four  of  the  enemy's  van,  all 
French,  under  Rear- Admiral  Dumanoir.  They  had  borne  no 
part  in  the  action ;  and,  now  when  they  were  seeking  safety  in 
flight,  they  fired  not  only  into  the  Victory  and  Royal  Sovereign 
as  they  passed,  but  poured  their  broadsides  into  the  Spanish 
captured  ships  ;  and  they  were  seen  to  back  their  top-sails,  for 
the  purpose  of  firing  with  more  precision.  The  indignation  of 
the  Spaniards  at  this  detestable  cruelty  from  their  allies,  for 
whom  they  had  fought  so  bravely,  and  so  profusely  bled,  may 
well  be  conceived.  It  was  such,  that  when,  two  days  after  the 
action,  seven  of  the  ships  which  had  escaped  into  Cadiz  came 
out,  in  hopes  of  retaking  some  of  the  disabled  prizes,  the  pris- 
oners in  the  Argonauta,  in  a  body,  offered  their  services  to  the 
British  prize-master,  to  man  the  guns  against  any  of  the  French 
ships  :  saying,  that  if  a  Spanish  ship  came  alongside  they  would 
quietly  go  below ;  but  they  requested  that  they  might  be 
allowed  to  fight  the  French,  in  resentment  for  the  murderous 
usage  which  they  had  suffered  at  their  hands.  Such  was  their 
earnestness,  and  such  the  implicit  confidence  which  could  be 
placed  in  Spanish  honour,  that  the  offer  was  accepted  ;  and 
they  were  actually  stationed  at  the  lower-deck  guns.  Dumanoir 
and  his  squadron  were  not  more  fortijnate  than  the  fleet  from 
whose  destruction  they  fled  :  they  fell  in  with  Sir  Richard 
Strachan,  who  was  cruising  for  the  Rochefort  squadron,  and 
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were  all  taken.  In  the  better  days  of  France,  if  such  a  crime 
could  then  have  been  committed,  it  would  have  received  an 
exemplary  punishment  from  the  French  Government ;  under 
Bonaparte,  it  was  sure  of  impunity,  and,  perhaps,  might  be 
thought  deserving  of  reward.  But,  if  the  Spanish  court  had 
been  independent,  it  would  have  become  us  to  have  delivered 
Dumanoir  and  his  captains  up  to  Spain,  that  they  might  have 
been  brought  to  trial,  and  hanged  in  sight  of  the  remains  of 
the  Spanish  fleet. 

The  total  British  loss  in  the  battle  of  Trafalgar  amounted  to 
1,587.  Twenty  of  the  enemy  struck  ; — unhappily  the  fleet  did 
not  anchor,  as  Nelson,  almost  with  his  dying  breath,  had 
enjoined ; — a  gale  came  on  from  the  south-west ;  some  of  the 
prizes  went  down,  some  went  on  shore  ;  one  effected  its  escape 
into  Cadiz ;  others  were  destroyed  ;  four  only  were  saved,  and 
those  by  the  greatest  exertions.  The  wounded  Spaniards  were 
sent  ashore,  an  assurance  being  given  that  they  should  not 
serve  till  regularly  exchanged ;  and  the  Spaniards,  with  a 
generous  feeling  which  would  not,  perhaps,  have  been  found  in 
any  other  people,  offered  the  use  of  their  hospitals  for  our 
wounded,  pledging  the  honour  of  Spain  that  they  should  be 
carefully  attended  there.  When  the  storm,  after  the  action, 
drove  some  of  the  prizes  upon  the  coast,  they  declared  that  the 
English,  who  were  thus  thrown  into  their  hands,  should  not  be 
considered  as  prisoners  of  war ;  and  the  Spanish  soldiers  gave 
up  their  own  beds  to  their  shipwrecked  enemies.  The  Spanish 
vice-admiral,  Alva,  died  of  his  wounds.  Villeneuve  was  sent 
to  England,  and  permitted  to  return  to  France.  The  French 
government  say  that  he  destroyed  himself  on  the  way  to  Paris, 
dreading  the  consequences  of  a  court-martial :  but  there  is 
every  reason  to  believe  that  the  tyrant,  who  never  acknow- 
ledged the  loss  of  the  battle  of  Trafalgar,  added  Villeneuve  to 
the  numerous  victims  of  his  murderous  policy. 

It  is  almost  superfluous  to  add,  that  all  the  honours  which  a 
grateful  country  could  bestow,  were  heaped  upon  the  memory 
of  Nelson.  His  brother  was  made  an  earl,  with  a  grant  of 
£6,000  a-year  ;  £10,000  were  voted  to  each  of  his  sisters,  and 
£100,000  for  the  purchase  of  an  estate.  A  public  funeral  was 
decreed,  and  a  public  monument.  Statues  and  monuments 
also  were  voted  by  most  of  our  principal  cities.  The  leaden 
coffin,  in  which  he  was  brought  home,  was  cut  in  pieces,  which 
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were  distributed  as  relics  of  St.  Nelson — so  the  gunner  of  the 
Victory  called  them  : — and  when,  at  his  interment,  his  flag 
was  about  to  be  lowered  into  the  grave,  the  sailors  who  assisted 
at  the  ceremony,  with  one  accord  rent  it  in  pieces,  that  each 
might  preserve  a  fragment  while  he  lived. 

The  death  of  Nelson  was  felt  in  England  as  something  more 
than  a  public  calamity  ;  men  started  at  the  intelligence,  and 
turned  pale ;  as  if  they  had  heard  of  the  loss  of  a  dear  friend. 
An  object  of  our  admiration  and  affection,  of  our  pride  and  of 
our  hopes,  was  suddenly  taken  from  us ;  and  it  seemed  as  if 
we  had  never,  till  then,  known  how  deeply  we  loved  and  rever- 
enced him.  What  the  country  had  lost  in  its  great  naval  hero 
— the  greatest  of  our  own  and  of  all  former  times — was  scarcely 
taken  into  the  account  of  grief.  So  perfectly,  indeed,  had  he 
performed  his  part,  that  the  maritime  war  after  the  battle  of 
Trafalgar  was  considered  at  an  end :  the  fleets  of  the  enemy 
were  not  merely  defeated,  but  destroyed :  new  navies  must  be 
built,  and  a  new  race  of  seamen  reared  for  them,  before  the 
possibility  of  their  invading  our  shores  could  again  be  contem- 
plated. It  was  not,  therefoi'e,  from  any  selfish  reflection  upon 
the  magnitude  of  our  loss  that  we  mourned  for  him  :  the  gen- 
eral sorrow  was  of  a  higher  character.  The  people  of  England 
grieved  that  funei'al  ceremonies,  and  public  monuments,  and 
posthumous  rewards,  were  all  which  they  could  now  bestow 
upon  him,  whom  the  king,  the  legislature,  and  the  nation, 
would  have  alike  delighted  to  honour ;  whom  every  tongue 
would  have  blessed ;  whose  presence  in  every  village  through 
which  he  might  have  passed,  would  have  wakened  the  church 
Ibells,  have  given  school-boys  a  holiday,  have  drawn  children 
from  their  sports  to  gaze  upon  him,  and  "  old  men  from  the 
chimney  corner,"  to  look  upon  Nelson  ere  they  died.  The 
victory  of  Trafalgar  was  celebrated,  indeed,  with  the  usual 
forms  of  rejoicing,  but  they  were  without  joy  ;  for  such  already 
was  the  glory  of  the  British  navy,  through  Nelson's  surpassing 
genius,  that  it  scarcely  seemed  to  receive  any  addition  from  the 
most  signal  victory  that  ever  was  achieved  upon  the  seas :  and 
the  destruction  of  this  mighty  fleet,  by  which  all  the  maritime 
schemes  of  France  were  totally  frustrated,  hardly  appeared  to 
add  to  our  security  or  strength ;  for,  while  Nelson  was  living 
to  watch  the  combined  squadrons  of  the  enemy,  we  felt  our- 
selves as  secure  as  now,  when  they  were  no  longer  in  existence. 
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There  was  reason  to  suppose,  from  the  appearances  upon 
opening  the  body,  that,  in  the  course  of  nature,  he  might 
have  attained,  like  his  father,  to  a  good  old  age.  Yet  he  can- 
not be  said  to  have  fallen  prematurely  whose  work  was  done  ; 
nor  aught  he  to  be  lamented,  who  died  so  full  of  honours,  and 
at  the  height  of  human  fame.  The  most  triumphant  death  is 
that  of  the  martyr  ;  the  most  awful  that  of  the  martyred  patriot; 
the  most  splendid  that  of  the  hero  in  the  hour  of  victory ;  and 
if  the  chariot  and  horses  of  fire  had  been  vouchsafed  for  Nelson's 
translation,  he  could  scarcely  have  departed  in  a  brighter  blaze 
of  glory.  He  has  left  us,  not  indeed  his  mantle  of  inspiration, 
but  a  name  and  an  example,  which  are  at  this  hour  inspiring 
thousands  of  the  youth  of  England  :  a  name  which  is  our  pride, 
and  an  example  which  will  continue  to  be  our  shield  and  our 
strength.  Thus  it  is  that  the  spirits  of  the  great  and  the  wise 
continue  to  live  and  to  act  after  them  ;  verifying,  in  this  sense,, 
the  language  of  the  old  mythologist : — 

Toi  fiEV  daijiiovsi  sidi,  /iio'i  /xiyaT^.ov  did  ^ovXdi 
EdOXoi,  kittxQovioi,  (p-tXauEi  Bvrjrav  'avOpooTtGov. 
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CHRONOLOGICAL   TABLE. 


The  following  table  of  dates  will  enable  the  student  to  see  at  a  glance  the 
relation  between  the  more  important  events  in  the  personal  career  of 
Nelson  and  the  course  of  general  contemporary  history : 


C'. 


1756. — Beginning  of  the  Seven  Years'  War. 
1758.— Birth  of  Nelson  (Sept.  29). 


1759.— Quebec  taken  by  Wolfe  (Sept.  13). 

1760. — Accession  of  George  III.  to  the  throne  (Oct.  25.) 

1763. — Peace  of  Paris  :  Acquisition  of  Canada  by  Great  Britain. 

1767. — The  Stamp  Act  passed  by  the  British  Parliament  and  resisted  by 
the  American  Colonies. 

1769. — Pascal  Paoli  conquered,  and  Corsica  annexed  to  France. 
Birth  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte  (August  15). 

1774.— Death  of  Louis  XV.,  of  France,  and  accession  of  Louis  XVI,  to 
the  throne  (May  10). 

1775 .  — American    Revolutionary    War    begun :     Battle    of    Lexington 
(April  19). 

1776. — Declaration  of  Independence  adopted  by  a  conference  of  delegates 

at  Philadelphia  (July  4). 
1778. — The  Marquis  de  Lafayette  sent  from  France  to  assist  the  insur- 
gent Colonists  in  America. 
••1777. — Nelson  created  a  Lieutenant  (April  8). 
1779. — War  between  Great  Britain  and  France. 

Siege  of  Gibraltar  by  French  and  Spaniards^ 
1780. — Russia,  Sweden,  Denmark,  Spain,  and  France  in  alliance  against 
^  England. 

i/\  ..m^       Nelson's  Nicaragua  Expedition  (March). 

1782. — Naval  victory  of  Admiral  Rodney  over  the  Count  de  Grasse  in 
(\  the  West  Indies  (April  12). 

a   — .       Nelson,  in  command  of  the  Albermarle,  transferred  from  Quebec 
-'  to  the  West  Indian  Station. 

1783.  ^Siege  of  Gibraltar  abandoned  (Feb.  5). 

Treaty  of  Paris  between  Great  Britain  and  the  United  States  of 

America  (Sept.  3). 
Treaty  of  Versailles  between  Great  Britain,  France,  and  Spain 
(Sept  3) 
fj  William  Pitt  became  Prime  Minister  (Dec  18). 

f^««.1784. — Nelson  placed  in  command  of  the  Boreas  on  the  West  Indian 
/  Station  (March). 

I  •»  1787.— Marriage  of  Nelson  (March  11). 

1789. — Assembly  of  the  States-General  of  France  (May  1.) 

National  Assembly  organized  (June  26)__-  .      .  r 

The  Bastile  destroyed  (July  14). 


^ 
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1791.~Death  of  Mirabeau  (April  2). 

Capture  of  Louis  XVI.  at  Varennes  (June  21). 

1792. — War    declared    by   France   against    the  Emperor    of  Germany 
(April  20). 
First  Coalition  of  the  Powers  against  France,  and  commencement 

of  the  Great  French  War  (June). 
Louis  XVI  deposed  and  imprisoned  (August  10). 
The  National  Convention  called  and  organized. 
The  Duke  of  Brunswick  defeated  at  Valmy  (Sep  20). 
The  French  Republic  declared  (Sept.  20). 
1793.— Louis  XVI.  guillotuied  (Jan.  21).  2 

Committee  of  Public  Safety  established.  • 
.■"  Nelson  placed  in  command  of  the  Agamennon,  his  first   ship   of 
the  line  (Jan.  30). 
War   declared   by   France   against   Great   Britain   and   Holland 

(Feb.   1). 
Reign  of  Terror. 
/'Ln^/.i^  Great  Britain,  Austria,  Prussia,  Spain,/and  Sardinia  united  in 

[yn)^-  alliance  against  France.  '^ 

Toulon  surrendered  to  the  British  fleet  under  Lord  Hood,  and 
retaken  by  the  French. 
1794. — Corsica  annexed  to  Great  Britain  (June  17). 
Robespierre  guillotined  (.July  28). 

1795. — Peace  between  France  and  Prussia  (April  5). 
The  Batavian  Republic  established. 
Nelson,  under  Lord  Hotham,  engaged  in  assisting  the  Austrians 

and  Neapolitans,  to  expel  the  French  from  Italy. 
Death  of  Louis  XVII.  of  France  (Jime  8). 

Louis  XVIII.  recognized  by  the  Allied  Powers  as  King  of  France. 
The  French  National  Convention  dissolved  (Oct.  26). 
The  French  Directory  created  (Nov.  1.) 
1796. — Bonaparte  took  command  of  the  French  army  in  Italy  (March  30). 
Sardinia  compelled  to  sue  for  an  Armistice  (April  28). 
Naples  compelled  to  close  her  poi'ts  to  the  British. 
Corsica  evacuated  by  the  British  (October). 
War  declared  by  Spain  against  Great  Britain. 
1797.— Naval  battle  off  Cape  St.  Vincent  (Feb.  14). 

Nelson  created  Admiral  and  Knight  of  the  Bath. 
/?»  ___^-  Peace  between  France  and  the  Pope  (Feb.  19). 

'  /(?£^V    —^  Peace  of  Campo-Formio  between  France  and  Austria  (Oct.  17). 

1798.— Roman  Republic  declared  (Feb  15). 

Helvetian  Republic  declared  (April  12). 
Threatened  invasion  of  Fngland  by  the  French. 
Bonaparte  sailed  from  Toulon  to  conquer  Egypt/(May  19). 
y  Nelson  sent  to  the  Mediterranean  to  watch  the  French  expedition, 

htO^  Malta  captured  by  Bonaparte  (June  10). 

h    L  ,  Naval  battle  of  Aboukir,  or  "The  Nile,"  (Aug.  1). 

■^•^  Nelson  created   a  Peer  (Baron  Nelson   of   the  Nile   and  Burnam 

•-    Thorpe.) 
1799, — New  European  coalition  against  France  (April). 

Suwarroff'^uccessful  campaign  against  the  French  in  Italy. 

Naples  joined  the  European  coalition. 

Nelson's  prolonged  stay  at  Naples. 

Bonaparte's  secret  return  to  France  from  Egypt  (Oct.  9). 

^■^^^  A- 


l^n. 


f-^*  1/ 


^ 


V 


^,  jfL.^i^'iL^..^^  .^:  ,x^_^^^c4^.,,-'^-s.^,a^) 
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1800.- 


1801. 


Directory  overthrown  and  Consulate  established,  with  Bonaparte 

as  First  Consul  (Nov.  10). 
-Bonaparte's  second  invasion  of  Italy  (May).       ^i^      j*  '   ylj   j^     ji ^t^a^tSrr-ei^' 
Battle  of  Marengo  (June  14).  C.*...^*^:*^  .   6i^  CK^^f*  '  "^^       "^ 

Nelson  still  stationed  at  Naples.  »•  t   /^     £^     mi     /^^  "'*1~-*'rT«-v-ii/ 

Malta  taken  from  the  French  (Sept..^.      U-pA  .  >^--"»  ^  '^^^JfX^^-C*-. 


.t^-t^C^jA 


1802. 
1803. 


J 


1804, 
1805, 


—  Peace  of  Luneville  between  France  and  Germany  (Feb.  9). 
Peace  between  Franca  and  Naples  (March  28).     '  ,-,  I  ^t- t-^fi-e^   Jf 
Dissolution  of  the  European  Coalition.  — ; — ;-^-- —  A'**' 
Coalition  of  Russia,  Sweden,  and  Denmark  against  Britain. 

-  Nelson  sent  to  the  Baltic,  under  Sir  Hyde  Parker. 
Assassination  of  Paul  I.  of  Russia. 

Naval  battle  of  Copenhagen  (April  2). 
I.  Nelson  created  a  Viscount. 

Dissolution  of  the  Northern  Coalition. 

Nelson  appointed  Commander-in-chief  of  the  British  fleet  (May  5). 
•  Nelson  stationed  in  the  English  Channel  to  guard  against  invasion 

from  France. 
—Peace  of  Amiens  between  Great  Britain  and  France  (March  27).  ^ 

Bonaparte  created  First  Consul  for  Life  (Au^.  2).  ,  ,    ,    ,  .    lv-».l-'^^  l«^" ' 

—War  between  France  and  Great  Britain  declared  (May  22).  ^  •   ^^    '  ''^ 

Nelson  sent  in  command  of  the  fleet  to  the  Mediterranean  :  block-    j^SX*,'^»^^ 
ade  of  Toulon.  ''**-«i-**w 

England  threatened  with  invasion. 
—Bonaparte  proclaimed  Emperor  of  the  French  (May  18). 

War  begun  beween  Great  Britain  and  Spain  (October).^        -^  V     *       /,»/t*'^^- 
—The  French  fleet  escaped  from  Toulon  (Jan  18).  c:*-^-^.'^-**^;''  • 

Threatened  invasion  of  England  frustrated  by  Nelson's  purauitoT 

the  French  fleet  under  Villeneuve.  '"n^**'^^.    ,jff-  -, 

am.  Nelson  returned  to  England  (August).  "^J^m  ^Tr-^- 

Naval  Battle  of  Trafalgar  (Oct.  21).  y  ^  *^'   ■         >. 


'^^-t/ ' 


|?''>-S».M*«l.«»   , 


"^^??7^.r^^.T 


/(4hJ:^ 


r.-y.,:.r'/r 


/d 


•M^-^U 


2  .mh.a^.^ 


(•red  according  to  tiiP  Act  of  Parlijuiteut  of  Canada,  in  the  year  one  thousand  eight  hun 
ai.rl  ,.;crlitv.>lv,  l)v  W AuwicK  &  S()N>>.  in  the  office  of  the  Minister  of  Agriculture. 


